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The time in this poem ma* seem too* short for the occur- 
rences, but the whole of the JSgean isfos are wUhin a few hoars' 
sail of the continent, and the reader mjist be kind enough to take 
the wind as I have often found it. '• 



if. 



TO 

THOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 

MT DBA* MOdftfe, • • 

1 dedicate to you the last production with which I shall tres- 
pass enVpublic patience, and your indulgence, for some years; 
and I own that I feel anxious to" trail myself of this latest and 
only opportunity of adorning my pages with a name, consecrated 
by anahaken public principle, and the most undoubted and Tan- 
em talents. While Ireland ranks you among the firmest of her 
patriots; while yon stand alone the first of her bards in her es- 
tiatatioB, and Britain repeats and ratifies the decree, permit 
one,* whose oily regret, -since our fi/st acquaintance, has been 
flbe years he had lost before it commenced, to add the bumble, 
bat sincere suffrage of friendship, to the voice of more than one 
nation. \t will at least prove to you, (hat I have neither forgot- 
ten the gratification derived from your society, nor abandoned 
ibe prospect of its renewal, whenever your leisure or inclination 
allows you to atone to your friends for too long an absence. It 
ia said among those friends, I* trust truly, that you are engaged 
in the composition of a poem whose scene will be laid in the 
East; none can do those scenes so much justice. The wrongs of 
your own country, the magnificent and fiery spirit of her sons, 
the beauty and feeling of her daughters, may there be found; 
and Collins, when he denominated his Oriental his Irish Ec- 
logues, was not aware how true, at least, was a part of his par- 
allel. Tour Imagination will create a warmer sun, and less 
clouded sky; bat wildness, tenderness, and originality are part 
of your national claim of oriental descent, to which you have al- 
ready thus far proved your title more clearly than the most zeal- 
ous of your country's antiquarians. 

May I add a lew words on a subject oa^Y^fcXXii^w^V 
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posed to be fluent, and none agreeable.? — Self. I have written 
much, and published more than enough to demand a longer si* 
Jence than 1 now meditate; but for some years to come it is my 
intention to tempt no further the award of "Gods, men, nor 
columns. 1 ' In the present composition I have attempted not the 
most difficult, but, perhaps, the best adapted measure to our lan- 
guage, the good old and now neglected heroic couplet. The stanza 
of Spenser is perhaps too slow and dignified for nanrative; though, 
I confess, it is the measure most after my own heart; Scott, 
alone, of the present generation, has hitherto completely tri- 
umphed over the fatal fecility of the octosyllabic verse; and this 
is not the least victory of his fertile and mighty genius: in blank 
verse, Milton, Thomson, and our dramatists, are .the beacons that 
shine along the deep, but warn us from the rough and barren 
rock on which they are kindled. The heroic couplet is not the 
most popular measure certainly; but as I did not deviate into the 
other from a wish to flatter what is called pubf|c opinion, I 
shall quit it without further 'apology, and take my chance once 
more with that versification,- in which 1 have hitherto published 
nothing but compositions whose former circulation is part of my 
present, and will be of my future regret. 

With regard to my story, and stories in general, I should have 
been- glad to have rendered my personages more perfect and 
amiable, if possible, inasmuch as Iiiave been sometimes criticis- 
ed, and considered no less responsible for their deeds and quali- 
ties than if all bad been personal. Be it so — if I have deviated 
into the gloomy vanity of " drawing*from self," the pictures are 
probably like, since tyey are unfavourable; and if not, those who 
know me are undeceived, and those who do nof, 1 have little in- 
terest in undeceiving. 1 have no particular desire that any but 
my acquaintance should think the author better than the beings 
of his imagining; but I cannot help a little surprise, and perhaps 
amusement, at some odd critical exceptions in the present in- 
stance, when 1 see several bards (far more deserving, I allow) in 
very reputable plight, and quite exempted from all participation 
in the faults of those heroes, who, nevertheless, might be found 
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• with little mote morality than l( The Giaour," tad perhaps— 
bat no— I mutt admit Childe Harold to be a ?ery repaltfre per* 

■. aoaaja; and ai to hit identity, thote who like it matt give ami 
whatever " alias" they please. 

It, b owfcT cr , it were worth while to remote the impression, it 
might he of tome terrier to me, that the man who it alike the 
delight of hit readers and hit friends, the poet of all circlet, and 

* theidolof hitow^peYmittme here and eUewbere to •obtcribc 
mytcta; 

most truly, and affectionately, 

hit obedient ter? ant, 

, BYRON. 
AmtMry 2, 1814. 
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THE CORSAIR. 



CANTO I. 



if 



oesran maggior dolore, 



" Che ricordaisi del tempo felice 

" Nelle miseria, " 

DmUe. 



I. 
*< O'jer the glad waters of the dark blue ae%, • 

Our thoughts as boundless,' and our souls as free, 

Far as the breeze can bear, the billows foam, 

Surrey our empire and behold our home! 

These are our realms, no limits- to the^r sway— 

Our flag the sceptre all who meet obey. 

Ours the wild life in tumult still to range 

From toil to rest, and joy io every change. 

Oh, who can tell? not thou, luxurious slave 1 . 

Whose soul would sicken o'er the heaving wave; 

Not thou, vain lord of wantonness and ease! 

Whom slumber soothes not — pleasure cannot please — 

Oh, who can tell, save he whose heart hath tried, 

And damc'd.in triumph o'er the waters wide, 

The exulting sense — the pulse's maddening play, 

That thrills the wanderer of that trackless way? 

That for itself can woo the approaching fight, 

And turn what some deem danger to delight; 

That seeks what cravens shun with more than, zeal<> 

And where the feebler faint — can only fe& — 
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Feel— to the rising bosom's inmost core, 

Its hope awaken and its spirit soar? 

No dread of death — if with us die our foes— 

Save that it seems even duller than repose: 

Come when it will— we snatch the life of life— 

When lost — what recks it — by disease or strife? 

Let him who crawls enamour'd of decay, * 

Cling to his couch, and sicken years- away; 

rieaye his thick breath; and shake bis palsied head; 

Ours — the fresh turf, and not the feverish bed. 

While gasp by gasp he faulters forth his soul, 

Ours with one pang — one bound — escapes control. 

His corse may boast its urn and narrow cave, 

And &ey who loath'd his life may gild hte grave: 

Ours are the, tears, though few, sincerely shed, 

When Ocean shrouds and sepulchres our dead. 

For us, even banquets fond regret supply 

In the red cup that crowns our memory; 

And the brief epitaph in danger's day, 

When those who wm at length divide the prey,. 

And cry, Remembrance saddening, o'er each brow, 

How had the brave who fell exulted now!" 

II. 

Such were the notes that from the Pirate's isle, 

Arourkf the kindling watch-fire rang the while; 

Such were the sounds that thrill'd the rocks along, 

And unto ears as rugged seem'd a song! 

In scattered grpups upon the golden sand, 

They game — carouse— converse — or whet the brand; 

Select the arms — to each his blide assign, 

And careless eye the blood that dims its shine: 

Repair the boat, replace the helm or oar, 

While others straggling muse along the shore; 
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For the wild bird the busy springes set. 
Or spread beneath the snn the dripping net;. 
Gaze where some distant sail a speck supplies, 
With all the thirsting eye of Enterprise: 
Tell o'er the tales of many anight of toil, 
And marrel where they next shall seize a spoil: 
No matter where — their ohiePjB allotment this; 
Theirs, to believe no prey nor plan amiss. 
But who that Chigft his name on every shore 
Is famed and fear'd — they ask and know.no more. 
With these he mingles not but to command; 
Few are his words, but keen his eye and hand. 
Ne'er seasons he with mirth their jovial mess, 
But they forgive his silence for success. 
Ne'er for bis lip the purpling cup they fill, 
That goblet passes him untasted still— 
And for his fare — the rudest of his crew 
Would \hat, in turn, have pass'd untasted too; ' 
- Earth's coarsest bread, the garden's homeliest roots, 

And scarce the summer luxury of fruits, 
* His short repast in humbleness supply • 

With all a hermit's board would scarce deny. 
Bat while he shuns the grosser joys of sense, 
His mind seems nourish'd by that abstinence. . 
" Steer to, that shore!"*— they sail, " Do this!"— 'tis 

done: 
" Now form and follow me!" — the spoil is won. 
Thus prompt his accents and his actions still, 
And all obey and few* inquire his will; 
To such, brief answer and contemptuous eye 
Convey reproof, nor further deign reply. . 

• • in. 

. << A sail! — a sail!"— a promised prize to Ho^fel 
Her nation— flag-Zjiow speaks the teAeaco^ 



1 
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No prize, alas! — but yet a welcome sail: 
The blood- red signal glitters in the galej 
Yes— she is ours — a home returning bark— 
Blow fair, thou breeze! — she anchors ere the dark.. 
Already doubled is the cape — our bay 
Receives that prow which proudly spurns the spray. 
How gloriously her gallant' course she goes! 
Her white wings flying — never from her foes- 
She walks the waters like a thing of life, 
And seems to dare the element* to strife. 
Who would not brave the battle-fire — the wreck-— . 
To move the monarch of her peopled deck? 

IV. 

Hoarse o'er her side the rustling cable rings; 
The sails are furl'd; and anchoring round she swings: 
And gathering loiterers on the land discern 
Her boat descending from the latticed stern. • 
'Tis mann'd— the oars keep concert to the strand, 
Till grates her keel upon the shallow sand. 
Hail twtbe welcome shout!— the friendly speech! 
When band grasps hand uniting on the beach; 
The smile, the question, and the quick reply, 
And the heart's promise of festivity! 

v. • 

The tidings spread, and gathering grows the crowd: 
The hum of voices, and the laughter loud, « 

And woman's gentler anxious tone, is beard—? 
Friends' — husbands'— Jo vers* names in each dear word: 
Oh! are they safe? we ask not of success — 
But shall we see them? will their accents bless? 
From where the battle roars— the oillows chafe — 
They doubtless boldly did— but who are safe? 
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Here let them baste to gladden and surprise, 
Xod kiss the doubt from these delighted eyes!" 

VI. 

" Where is our chief? for him we bear report — 

" Ami doubt that joy— which hails our coming— short; 

" Tet thus sincere— 'tis cheering, though so brief; 

" But, Juan! instant guide us to our chief: 

" Our greeting paid, we'll feast on our return, 

" And all shall hear what each maf. wish to learn." 

Ascending slowly by the rock-hewn way, • 

To where bis watch-tower beetles o'er the bay, 

By bushy brake, and wild flowers blossoming, 

And freshness breathing from each silver spring, 

TV hose scatter'd streams from granite basins burst, 

Leap into life, and sparkling woo your thirst; 

From 'cry to cliff they mount — Near yonder cave, , 

What lonely straggler looks along, the wave? 

In pensive posture leaning on the brand, 

Not oft a resting-staff to that red hand? 

" *Tis he-r'tis Conrad — here— as wont— -alone; 

" On— -Juan! on— and make our purpose known. 

" The bark he views— and tell him we would greet 

u His ear with tidings he must quickly meet: 

" We dare not yet approach— thou know'st his mood, 

" When strange or uninvited steps .intrude." 

VH. ■ # 

Him Juan sought, and told of their intent — 
He spake not— but a sign express'd assent 
These Juan calls—they come — to their salute 
He bends him slightly, but his lips are mi|te. 
" These letters, Chief, are from the Greek— the soy, 
Who stiU-prociaims our spoil or petilnM^ 
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Whate'er his tidings, wc can well report, 

Much that" — " Peace, peace!"— he cuts their pr^tin/ 

short. 

Wondering they turn, abash'd, while each to each » 

Conjecture whispers in his muttering speech: 

They watch his glance with many a stealing look, % 

To gather how that eye the tidings took; 

But, this as if he guess'd, with head aside. 

Perchance from some emotion, doubt, or pride, 

He read the scroll — (< sTy tablets, Juan, hark — 

Where is Gonsalro?" 

" In the anchorM bark." 

" There let him stay— to him this order bear. 

Back to your duty— for my- course prepare: 

Myself this enterprise to-night will share." 

•« To-night, Lord Conrad?" . 

"Ay! at set of sun: 

The breeze will freshen when the day is done. * 

'My corslet-r-cloak — one hour — and we are gone. 

Sling on thy bugle— see that free from rust, 

My carbine- lock springs worthy of my trust; 

Be the edge sharpen'd of my boarding-brand, ' 

And give its guard more room to fit my hand. 

This let the Armourer with speed dispose; 

Last time, it more fatigued my arm than foes: 

Mark that the signal-gun be duly fired, 

To tell us when the hour of stay's expired." 

■ 
« 

vm. 

They make obeisance, and retire in haste, 
Too soon to seek again the watery waste: 
Yet they repine not— so that Conrad guides, 
Apd who dare question aught that he decides? 
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■ 

That man of loneliness and mystery, 
Scarcejseen to smile, and seldom beard to sigh; 
Whose name appals the fiercest of bis crew, 
And tints each.swarthy cbeek with sallower hue; 
Still sways their souls with that rommandjng art 
That dazzles, leads, yet chills the vulgar heart. 
•What is that spell, that thus his lawless train 
Confess and envy, ^yet oppose in vain? 
What should it be? that thus their faith can bind? 
The power of Thought— the magic of the Mind! 
Link'd with success, assumed* and kept with skill, 
That moulds another's weakness to its will; 
Wields with their hands, but, still to these uflknown, 
Makes even their mightiest deeds appear bis own. 
Such hath it been — shall be — beneath the sun 
The many stili must labour for the one! 
'Tis Nature^ doom— but let the wretch who toils, 
Accuse not, bate not him who wears the spoils. 
Oh! if he knqw the weight of splendid chains, ' 
How light the balance of his humbler pains! 

IX. 
Unlike the heroes of each ancient race. 

* ■ 

Demons in act, but Gods at least in face, • . 
In Conrad's form seems little to admire, • 

Though his dark eye-brow shades a glance of fire: 
Robust but not Herculean— -fo the sight 
No giant frame sets forth his common height; 
Yet, in the whole, who paused to look again, 
Saw more than marks tbe crowd of vulgar men; 
They gaze and marvel how*— and still confess 
That thus it is, but why they cannot guess. 
Sun-burnt bis cheek, his forehead"bigh and pale 
The sable curls in wild profusion veil; 
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And oft perforce bit rising lip reveals 

The haughtier thought it curbs, bat scarce conceals. 

Though smooth his voice, and calm his genera) mien, 

Still seems there something he would not have seen; 

His features* deepening lines and varying hue 

At times attracted, vet perplex'd the view, 

As if within that murkiness of mind 

Work'd feelings fearful, and yet undefined; 

Such might it be — that none could truly tejl— 

Too close inquiry his stern glance would quell. 

There breathe but few whose aspect might defy 

The full encounter of his searching eye; 

He had tti% skilly when cunning's gaze would seek 

To probe his heart and watch his changing cheek, 

At once the observer's purpose to espy, 

And on himself roll back his scrutiny, 

Lest he to Conrad rather should betray , 

'Some secret thought, then drag that chiefs to day. 

There was a laughing DeViJ in his sneer, # 

That raised emotions both of rage and fear, 

4nd where liis frown of hatred darkly fell, 

Hope withering fled— and Mercy sigh'd farewell. 1 

.• X. 

Slight are the outward signs of evil thought, 
Within—within— 'twas there the spirit wrought: 
Love shows all changes— Ijate, Ambition, Guile, 
Betray no further man the bitter smile; 
The lip's least curl, the lightest paleness thrown 
Along the govera'd aspect, speak alone 
Of deeper passions; and to judge their mien, 

* He, who would see, must be himself unseen. 

■ Then— with the hurried tread, the upward eye, . 
The clenched hand, the pause of agony, 
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That lisftps* starting, lest the step too near 
Approach Atrusive on that mood of fean 
Then— with each feature working; from the heart, ■ 
With 'feelings looted to strengthen— not depart: 
That rise— convulse— contend— that freeze, or glow, 
Flush' in the cheek, or damp upon the brow; 
Then— Strangerf if thon canst, and tremblest not, 
Behold bis soul— the rest that soothes his lot! 
Mark — how that lone and blighted bosom sears 
The scathing thought of execrated years! 
Behold — but who hath seen, or e'er shall see, 
Mairas himself—the secret spirit free? 

XL 

Yet was not Conrad thus by Nature sent 

To lead the guilty— guilt's worst instrument—- 

His soul was changed, before his deeds had driven 

Him forth to war with man and forfeit heaven. 

Warped by the world m Disappointment?* school, • 

In words too wise, in conduct there a fools 

Too firm to yield, and far too proud to stoop^ 

Doom'd by bis very virtues for a, dupe. 

He cursed those virtues as the cause of ill, 

And not the traitors who betray'd him still; • 

Nor deem'd that gifts bestow'd on better men 

Had left him joy, and meant to give again* 

Fear'd— shoan'd— belied— ere youth bad last her fore*, 

He hated man too much to (eel remorse, 

And thought the voice of wrath a sacred call, 

To pay the injuries of some on alL 

He knew himself a villain— but he deem'd 

The rest no bettor than the thing he seem'd; 

And scorn'd the best at hypocrites who hid 

Those deeds the bolder spirit plainly did. 
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He knew himself detested, but he knew 

The hearts that loath'd him, crouch 'd and doeaded too. 

Lone, wild, and strange, he stood alike exempt 

From all affection and from all contempt: 

His name could sadden, and his acts surprise; 

But they that fear'd him dared not to despise: 

Man spurns the worm, but pauses ere he wake 

The slumbering venom of the folded snake: 

The first may turn-*-bat not avenge the blow; 

The last expires — but leaves np living foe;' 

Fast to the doom'd offender's form it clings, 

And he may crush — not conquer — still it stings! * 

XII. 

None are ajl evil— quickening round his heart, 

One softer feeling" would not yet depart; 

Oft could he. sneer at others as beguiled 

By passions worthy of a fool or child; 

Tfet 'gainst that passion vainly still he strove, . 

And even in him it asks the name of Love! 

Yes, it was leve — unchangeable— unchanged, 

Felt but for one from whpm he nevty ranged; 

Though fairest captives daily met his eye, 

He shunn'd,' nor sought, but coldly pass'd them by; 

Though many a beauty droop'd in prison'd bower, 

None ever soothed bis most unguarded hour. 

Yes— it was Lore — if though ts o£ tenderness, • 

Tried in temptation, strengthen'd by distress, 

Unmoved by absence, firm in every clime, 9 

And yet — Ob more than all! — ubtired by time; 

Which nor defeated hope, nor baffled wile, 

.Could render sullen were she ne'er to smile, 

■ 

Nor rage could fire, nor sickness fret to vent 
On her one murmur of bis discontent; 
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Which still would meet with Joy, with calmness pert, 
JLiest that hit lock of grief should reach her heart; . 
'Which nought remove*!, dot menaced «to»remore— 
If there be love in mortaav- thk was love! 
He was a' villain— ay— repreacbea shower 
On him— but not the passion, nor its power, 
Which only proved, air other virtues'gooe, 
Not guilt itiejf could quench this loveliest one! 

XIII. 
fie paused a moment— till his hastening men 
Pasa'd the first winding downward to the glen. 
u Strange tidings!— many a peril have I past, 
Nor know 1 why this next appears the last! 
Yet so my heart forebodes, but must not fear, 
Nor shallmy followers find me falter here. 
Tis rash to meet, but surer death tp wait » 

Till here they hunjt us 'to undoubted fate; * ' 
And, if my plan but hold, and Fortune smile, 
Well furnish mourners for our funeral-pile. 
Ay — let them slumber— peaceful be their dreams! 
Morn ne'er awoke them with such brilliant beams 
As kindle high to-night (but blow, thou breeze!) 
To warm these slow avengers of the seas. 
Now to Meddra— Oh! my sinking heart, . • 
Long may her own be lighter than thou art! 
Yet was I brave— mean boast where all are brave! 
EV*n infects eting for aught they seek to save. 
This commoiuoourage which with brutes we share, 
That owes its deadliest efforts to despair, 
Small merit claims— but 'twas my nobler hope 
To teach my few with numbers still to cope; 
Long have I led them— not to vainly bleed: 
No medjoan now— we perish ox tacoeeo\ % 

. o * 
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So let it be— it irks not me to die; 

Bat thus to urge them whence thy cannot fly. « 

My lot bath long had little of my. care, 

But chafes my pride thus baffle*d in the Bnare: . 

Is this my skill? my craft? to set at last 

Hope, power, and life upon a single cast? 

Oh, Fate! accuse fby folly, not thy fate— • 

She may redeem thee still— nor yet too late." 

i 

XIV. 

Thus with himself communion hejd he, till 
He reach'd the summit of his tower-crown'd bill: 
There at the portal paused — for wild and soft 
He heard those accents never heard too oft; 
Through the high lattice far yet sweet they rung, 
And these the notes his bird of beauty sung: 

• 1. ' 
" Deep in my soul that tender secret dwells, 

Lonely and lost to light for evermore, 
Save when to thine my heart responsive swells, 
Then trembles into silence as before. 

t 

2/ 

■ 

" There, in its centre, a sepulchral lamp * 

Burns the slow flame, eternal — but unseen; 
Which not the darkness of despair can damp f 

Though vain its ray as it had never been. 

• * 

3. ■ 
" Remember me — Oh! pass not thou my grave 

Without one thought whose relics there recline; 
The only pang my bosom dare not brave, 

Mast be to find forgetfnlness in thine* 
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4. • • 

"My fondest — faintest — latest — accent! bear: 

Grief for the dead not Virtue can reprove; 
Then give me all I ever ask'd — a tear, 

The first — last— sole reward of so much lore!" 

He pass'd the portal— crosa'd the corridor©, 

And reach' d the chamber as the strain gave o'fr; 

" My own Medora! sure thy song is sad — " 

" In^Conrad's absence wouldst thou have it glad? 

Without thine ear to listen to my lay, . # 

Still must my song my thoughts, my soul betray: 

Still must each accent to my»bosom stfit, 

My heart unhush'd — although my lips were faute! 

Oh.' many a night on this lone couch reclined, 

My dreaming fear with' storms hath wing'd the wind, 

And deem'd the brfath tnat faintly fann'd thy sail 

The murmuring prelude of the ruder gale* 

Though softt it seem'd the low prophetic dirge, 

That mourn M thee floating on the savage surge: 

Still would 1 rise to rouse the beacon fire, 

Lest spies less true should let the blaase expire; 

And many a restless hour outwatch'd each ttar,. 

And morning came— and still thou wert afar. 

Oh! how the chill blast on my bosom blew, 

And day broke dreary on my troubled /iew, 

And still I gazed and gazed — and not a prow 

Was granted to my tears— my truth— my vow! 

At length— 'twas noon — I hail'd and blest the mast 

That met my sight — it near'd — Alas! it past! 

Another came— Oh God! 'twas thine at last! 

m 

Would that those days were over! wilt thou ne'er, 
My Conrad! learn the joys of peace to share? 
Sure thou hast more than wealth, and man? *'taK&& * 
Am bright as thia invites us not to xoam: 
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Thou know'st it is not peril that I fear, 
I only tremble when thou art not here; 
Then not for mine, bat that far dearer life, 
Which flies from love and languishes for strife- 
How strange that heart, to me so tender still, 
Should "war with nature and its better will!" 

"Yea, strange indeed— that heart bath long been 

changed; 
Worm like 'twas trampled— -adder- like avenged, • 
Without one hope on earth beyond thy love, 
And scarce a glimpse of mercy from above. 
Yet the same feeling whjck thou dost condemn, 
My very lot e to thee is hate to them, 
. So closely mingling here, that disentwined, 
I cease to lore thee when I love' mankind: • .. • 
Yet dread not this — the proof of all %e past 
Assures the future that my love will last; 
But — Oh, Medora! nerve thy gentler heart, 
This hour again-— but not for long — we part." 

• 

" This hour we part! — my heart foreboded this: 
Thus ever fifle my fairy dreams of bliss. 
This hour — it cannot be— this hour away! 
Yon bark hath hardly anchored in . the bay.- . 
Her consort still js absent, and her crew 
Have need df iW before they toil anew; 
My love! thou mook'st my weakness; and wonUPstetetl 
My breast before the time when it must feefj ' 
But trifle now no more with my distress, • *• 

Such mirth bath less of play than bitterness* 
Be silent, Conrad!— dearest! come and share 
The feast these hands delighted to prepare; * 

L&bt taitt to cuU and dress thy frugal fere! 
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See, I hare prack'd the froit that promised best, 
And where not sore, perplex'd, but pleased,! guess'd 
At such as seem'd the fairest . thrice the hill 
My steps have wound to try the coolest rill; 
Tes! thy Sherbet to-night will sweetly flow, 
See how it sparkles in its rase of snow! • 
The grapes' gay juice thy bosom never cheers; 
Thou more than Moslem when the cup appears; 
Think not I mean to chide^-for I rejoice 
What others deem a penance is thy choice, 
but come, the board is spread;, our silver lamp 
Is trimm'd, and heeds not the Sirocco's damp: 
Then shall my handmaids while the time along. 
And join with me the dance, or wake the song; 
Qt my guitar, which still' thou lov'st to hear, 
Shall. soothe or lull— or, should it vex thine ear, 
We'll tune the tale, by Ariosto told, 
Of fair Olympia loved and left of old.* 

• Why — thou wert worse than he who broke his vow 
To'that lost damsel, shouidst thou leave me now; 
Or even that traitor chief— I've seen thee smile, 
When the clear sky showed Ariadne's isle, 

• Which "I have pointed from these .clhts the while: ' 
And tljus, half sportive, half in fear, I said,*. 

Lest Time should raise that doubt to more than dread. 
Thus Conrad, too, will quit me for the main: 
And he deceived me— for — he came again!" 

" Again— again— and oft again— my love! 

If there tie life below,- and hope above, 

He will return— but now, the moments bring 

• The time ef parting with redoubled wing: 

• priwity Cms is. 
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The why— the where — what boots it no* to tell? 
Since aU must e.id in that wild word — farewell! 
Yet would I fain— did time allow— disclose — 
Fear not — theae«re no formidable foes;. 
Xnd here shall watch «. more than wonted* guard, 
For sudden siege and long defence prepared: 
Nor be thou lonely — ttfough thy lord's away, 
Our matrons and thy handmaids with thee stay; 
And this thy comfort — that, when next we meet, 
Security shall make repose more sweet 
List! — 'tis the bugle — Juan shrilly blew— 
One kiss— one more — another— Oh! Adieu!" 

She rose — she sprung 1 — «he clung to his embrace, 
Till his heart heaved beneath her hidden face. - 
He dared not raise to his that deep blue eye, 
Which downcast droop'd in tearless agony. 
Her long fair hair lay floating o'er his arms., 
In all the wildness of dishevell'd charms; 
Scarce beat that bosom whera his image dwelt 
So full — that feeling seemed almost unfelt! 
Hark! peals the thunder of the signal-gun! 
It told 'twas sunset— -and he curs'd that sun. 
Again— *agajn-~that form he madly press'd, 
Which mutely clasp'd, imploringly caress'd! 
And tottering to the couch his bride he bore, 
One moment gazed.— as if to gajce no more; 
Felt— that for him earth held but her alone, 
Kiss'd her cold forehead — turn'd— is Conrad gone? 

XV. 

" And is he gone?"— on sudden solitude 

Ho'w oft that fearful question will iotfude! * * 

" 'Twas but an instant past — and here he stood! 
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And now"— without the portal's porch she rush'd, 

And then at length her tears in freedom gush'd? 

Big— bright — and fast, unknown to her they fell; 

Bat still her Jipe refused to send — " Farewell!" 

For in that word — that fetal word— bowe'er 

We promise— hope — betieV6— there breathes despair. * 

O'er every feature of that still, pale face, , 

Had sorrow fix'd what time can ne'er erase: 

The tender blue of that large loving eye 

Cfrew frozen with its gaze on vacancy,* 

Till— Oh, how far! — it caught a glimpse of him, 

And then it flow'd — and phrensiej seem'd to swim 

Through thosedong, dark, and glistening lashes dew'd 

With drstps of sadness oft to be renewed. 

" He's gone!" — against her heart that hand is driven, 

Convulsed and auick-~then gently raised to heaven; 

She look'd and saw£he heaving of the main; 

The white sail set — she dared not look again;- 

But turned with sickening soul within the gate— 

"It is nd Veam— and I am desolate!" 

• xyr. 

From crag to crag descending— swiftly sped 
Stern Conrad down, nor once be turn'd his head; 
But shrunk wbene'er the windings of his way 
Forced on his eye what he would not surrey, * 
His lone, but lovely dwelling on the steep,. , • 
That hail'd him first when homeward from the deep: 
And "she— the dim and melancholy star, 
Whose ray of beauty reaoh'd him from afar, 
On her he must not gaze, he. must not think, 
There he mighPrest — but on Destruction's brink: * 
Yft once almost he stopp'd— -and nearly gave- 
His fate to chance, his projects to KKerw wr«v 
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But no— it must not be — a worthy chief 

May mek, but not betray to woman's grief. • 

He sees his bark, he notes how fair the wind> 

And sternly gathers all his might of mind: , 

Again he hurries on — and as he hears 

The clang of tumult vibrate on his ears, . 

The busy sounds, the bustle of the shore,* 

The shout? the signal, and the dashing oar; 

As marks his eye the seaboy on the mast, 

The anchors rise; the sails unfurling*fast, 

The waving kerchiefs of the crowd that urge 

That mute adieu to th<fe who stem the surge; 

And more than all H his blood-red flag aloft, . 

He marvell'd how'his heart could seem so soft. \ 

Fire in his glance, and wildness in his breast, 

He feels* of all his former self possest; ' • 

He bounds— he flies — until bis footsteps reach 

The verge where ends the cliff, begins the beach, 

There checks his speed; but pauses less to breathe 

The breezy freshness of the deep beneath, /* 

Than there. his wonted statelier step renew; 

Nor' rush disturbed by haste, to vulgar view: 

For well had Conrad learn'd'to curb the crowd, 

By arts that veil, and oft preserve the proud; 

His was the lofty port, the distant mien, 

That seems to shun the sight— and awes if seen: 

The solemn aspect, and the high-born eye, 

That checks low mirth, but lacks not courtesy; 

All these be wielded to. command assent: 

But where he wish'd to win, so' well unbent, 

That kindness canceil'd fear in those who heard, 

And other's gifts show'd mean beside hisavord, 

When echo'd to the heart as from his own # 4 

His deep yet tender melody of tone: 
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Bat such was foreign to his wonted mood, 
He cared not what he soften'd, but subdued; 
The evil passions of his youth had made * 
Him value less who loved-* than what obey'd. 

XVII. 
Around him mustering ranged his ready guard. 
Before him Juan stands — ',' Axe all prepared?" 

" They are— nay more— embark'd; the latest boat 

Waits but my chief " 

" My Sword, and my capote." 
Soon firmly girded on, and lightly slung, 
His belt and cloak were o'er his shoulders flung; 
«' Call Pedro here!" He comes — and Conrad bends, 
With all the courtesy he deign'd his friends; 
t " Receive these tablets, and peruse with care, 
i Words of high trust and truth are graven there; 
Double the guard, and when Anselmo's bark 
Aaaves, let him alike these orders marks 
In three days (serve the breeze) the sun shall shine 
On our return — till then all peace be thine!" . 
This said, his brother Pirate's band he wrung, 
Then to Jiis boat with haughty gesture sprung. 
Flasb'd the dipt oa/s, and sparkling with the stroke, 
Around the waves' •phosphoric 41 brightness broke; 
They gain the vssseP-on the deck he stands; , 
' Shrieks the shrill whistle— ply 'the busy hands—*' 
He marks how well the ship her helm obeys, 
How gallant all her crew— -and deigns to praise* 

• By night, particularly in s warm latitude, ererr stroke of die oar, 
every motion of the boat or ship, is followed by a afight flaslt Gke sheet 
lightning from the water. 

VOL II. — » 
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His eyes of pride to young* Gonsalvo taro— 

Why doth he start, aod inly seem to mourn? 

Alas! those eye! beheld his rocky tower, 

And live" a moment o'er the parting hour; 

She— his Medora^— did she mark the prow? 

Ah! never loved he half so much as now! 

But much must yet be done ere dawn of day — 

Again he mans himself and. turps away; 

Down to the cabin with Gonsalvo bends, 

And there unfolds his plan — his means — and ends; 

Before them burns the lamp, and spreads the chart, 

And all that speaks and aids the naval art; . 

They to the midnight watch protract debate; 

To anxious eyes what hour is ever late? 

Mean time, the steady breeze serenely blew, 

And fast and falcon-like the vessel flew; 

Pass'd the high headlands of each clustering isle, 

To gain their port— long— long ere morning smile: 

And soon the night-glass through the narrow bay 

Discovers where the Pacha's galleys lay. . • 

Count they each sail-^-and mark how there supine 

The lights in vain o'er heedless Moslem shine. 

Secure, unnoted, Conrad's prow pass'd by, ' 

And anchor'd where bis ambush meant to lie; , 

Screen'd from espial* by the jutting cage, 

That rears on high its rude fantastic shape. 

Then rose bis band to duty — not from sleep-*- 

Eqoipp'd for. deeds alike on land or deep; 

While lean'd their leader o'er the fretting flood, 

And calmly talk'd— and yet he talked of blood! 

E«D OF CAMTO t. 
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CANTO II. 

" Conosceite i dabion de*iri? w — Jfemfe. „ 

I. 

In Coron'8 bay floats many a galley light, 
Through Coron's. lattices the lamps, are bright, 
For Seyd, the Pacha, makes a feast to-night: 
A feast for promised triumph yet to come, * 
When he shall drag the fetter'd Rovers home; 
This hath he sworn by Alia and his sword, 
And guthful to his firman and his word, 
His summon'd prows collect along the coast, 
And great the gathering crews, and loud toe boast; 
Already shared the captives and the prifce, * 
Though far the distant foe they thus despise; 
Tis bat to sail — no, doubt to-morrow's Son 
Will see the Pirates bound — their, haven won! 
Mean time the watch may slumber, if they will, 
Nor only wake to war, mjt dreaming kilt 
Though all, who can, disperse on shore and seek 
To flesh their glowing valour on the Greek; » 
How well such deed becomes the tnrban'd brave- 
To bare the sabre's edge before a, slave! 
Infest bis dwelling— but forbear to slay, 
Their arms are strong, yet merciful to-day, 
And do not deign to smite because they may! 
Unless some gay caprice suggests the blow, 
To keep in practice for the coining fa*. 
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Revel and rout the evening hours beguile, 
And they who wish to wear a head must smile; 
For Moslem Souths produce their choicest cheer, * 
And hoard their curses, till the coast is clear. 

II. 
High jn his hall reclines the turban'd Seydj 
Around — the bearded chiefs he came to lead. 
Removed the banquet, and the. last pilaff- 
Forbidden draughts, 'tis said, he dared to quaff, 
Though to the rest the sober berry's juice,* 
The slaves bear round for 'rigid Moslem's use; 
The long Chibo.uque'sf dissolving cloud supply, 
While dance the Almasf to wild minstrelsy. 
The rising morn will view the chiefs embark; 
But waves are somewhat treacherous in the dark. 
And revellers may more securely sleep • 

On silken couch than o'er the rugged deep* 
Feast there who can — nor oombat till they, must; 
And ley to conquest than to Korans trust; 
And yet the numbers crowded in his host 
Might warrant more than even the Pacha's boast. 

III. 
With cautious reverence from the outer gate, 
Slow stalks the slave, whose office there to wait, 
Bows his bent head — his hand salutes the floor, . 
Ere yet his tongue the trusted tidings bore: 
'• A captive Dei-vise^ from the .pirate's nest 
" Escape, is here— himself would tell the rest."|| 

• Coffee. t Pipe. * Dancing-girls. 

I It has been objected that Conrad's entering disguised as a spy is c 
•f nature —Perhaps so. I find something not unlike it in history. 

Anxious to explore with his own eyes the state of the Vandals, Maj< 
ia» ventured, after disguising the colour of his hair, to risit Carthage 
tMoharaater ofhuownainbs4sador;aBdGesia«rMwasafterwerds mot 
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He took the sign from Seyd's assenting eye, 
And led the holy man in silence nigh. , 
His arms were folded on his dark-green vest, 
His step was feeble, and his look deprest; 
Yet worn he seem'd of hardship more than years, 
And pale his cheek with penance, not from fears. 
• Vow'd to his God — bis sable locks he wore', ' 

And these his lofty cap rose proudly o'er. 
Around his form his loose long robe was thrown, 
And wrapt a breast betowed.on heaven alone; . 
Submissive, yet with self-possession mann'd, 
He.cahnly met the curious eyes that scann'd; 
And questionjof his coming fain would seek* * 
Before the Pacha's will allow'd to speak. 

IV. 

" Whence com'st thou, Detwise?" 

" From the outlaw's den, 
A fugitive — 9> 

" Thy capture where and when?" 

_ • 

lied by Toe discovery, that he had entertained and riitmitsrd the Empe- 
ror of the Roman*. Such an anecdote may be rejected as an improbable 
fiction; bnt it is a fiction which would not hare been imagined unlets in 
the life of/ hero." Gibbon, D. and F. f<*. VL p. 180. p ^ ' 

That Coniad it a character not altogether out. of nature I shall attempt 
to prove by tome historical coincidences wtrieh I hare met wfcK sinee wri- 
tnw M The. Corsair." 

'MEcceEn.priionnier" dit Rolandini. " i*enfermo»t dans nn silence men- 

afant, il fixeit sur la terre ton visage seroee, et ne donaoit paint d'essor a 

ta profpnde indjgnation.--De tomes partes eependant let soldats & let 

pmplet accouroient; iU vooloient rotr cet homme, jadb fi puissant, et h\ 

joie uniTcrtelle eclatoit de Urates parts. 
^* • , • • • • • • 

" "Eccelih etnit dHine petite tattle; mais toat d'aspect de sa penonne, 
tons ses moovements hxnquoient on toldat— Son langage *toit aroer, son 
deportment raperbe— et par son seal egard, il Adsoit trembler let plos bar- 
dis." Sumondi, tome III. page 219, 22*. 

" Gizeriens (Genserie king of the Vandals, the conqueror of both Car- 
thage and Rome,) statora medoeiris, et equi cam claudicana, animo pro- 

. f aim senator rartit.ltixarsKeoiitem 
ad sofieksjMhtt gentes providentisdmus." Ice. &c Joraamkt de Bdn* 
Gefitts,e.SS. 

Ibegle.rewqnote these gtanr}realfrfet to tee?'* 
Giaour and Corsair. 

»2 
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" From Scalanova's port to Scip's isle, 
The Saick was bound; hut Alia did not smile 
Upon our course— the Moslem merchant's grains 
The Rovers won: o«r limbs have worn .their chains. 
I had no death to fear, nor wealth to boast, 
Beyond the wandering freedom which I lost; 
> At length a fisher's humble boat by night 
Afforded hope, and offe/'d chance of flight: ' 
I seized the hour, and find my safety here- 
with thee — most mighty Pacha! who can fear?" 

" How speed the outlaws? stand they well prepared, 
Their plundered wealth, and robber's rock, to guard? 
Dream they of this our preparation, doomed 
To view with fire their scorpion nest consumed?" 

" Pacha! the fetter'd captive's mourning eye 
That weeps for*fligbt, but ilTcan pfay the spy; 
I only heard the reckless waters roar, 
Those waves that would not bear me from the shore; 
I only mark'd the glorious sun and sky,* 9 

Too bright — too blue— for my captivity; • 
And felt— that all which Freedom's l?osom cheers, 
Must break my chain before it dried my tears. 
This roay'st thou judge, at least, from my escape, 
They little deem of aught in peril's shape; 
Else vainly l\ad I pray'd or sought the change 
That leads me here— if eyed with vigilance:. 
The careless guard* that did not see me fly, 
May watch as idly when thy power is nigh: 
Pacha!— my limbs are faint— and nature craves 
Food for my hunger, rest from tossing waves;* 
Permit my absence — peace be with thee! Peace 
With all around!— now graft repose— release." 
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" Stay, Dervise! I have more to q nest ion— star, 
I do command thee-*-Bit— dost hear.^— obey! 
More I must ask, and food the slaves shall bring; 
Thou shalt not pine where all are banqueting: • 

The supper done — prepare tfiee to reply, * 

Clearly and full — I love not mystery." 

'Twere vain to guess what shook 4he pious man, 
Who look'd not lovingly on that Dhran; 
Nor show'd high relish for tfie banquet prest, 
And less respect for every fellow guest. 
'Twas but a moment's peevish, hectic past 
Along his cheek, and tranquillized as fast* 
He sate him down in silence, and his look 
Resumed the calmness which before forsook: 
The feast was* usher'd in — but sumptuous fare 
He shunn'd as if some poison mingled there. 
For one so long condemn'd to toil and fast, 
Methinks he strangely spares the rich repast 
"What ails thee, Dervise? eat — dost thou suppose 
This feast a Christian's? or my friends^hy foes? • % 
Why dost thou shun the salt ? *that sacred pledge, 
Which, once partaken, blunts the sabre's edge, 
Makes even contending tribes iff peace unite; 
And hated hosts seem brethren to the,sight!" 

• 
" Salt seasons dainties — and my food is still 
The humblest root, my drink the simplest rill; 
And my stern vow and order's* laws oppose 
To break or mingle bread with friends or foes; 
It may seem strange — if there be aught to dread, 
That peril rests upon my single bead; . 
But for thy sway — nay more— thy Sultan's throne, 
I taste nor bread nor banquet— sa^e aloue\ 

.• 7fe2*OTfe«jvJaCol]egft,s»&«Cra^ 
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Infringed our order's rale, the Prophet's rage 
To Mecca's dome might bar my pilgrimage." 

" Well-- as thou wilt — ascetic as thou art — 
One question answer; then in peace depart. 
How many? — Ha! it cannot sure be day? 
What star — what sun is bursting on the bay? 
It shines a lake of fire!-— away — away! 
Ho! treachery! my guards! my scimitar! 
' The galleys feed the flames*-and I afar! 
Accursed Dervise! — these thy tidings— thou 
Some villain spy— seize— cleave him — slay him now!" 

Up rose the Dervise with that burst of light, ■ ' 
Nor less his change of form appal I'd the sjght- 
Up rose that Dervise— : not in saintly garb, 
But like a warrior bounding on his barb, 
Dash'd his high cap, and tore his rjobe away — 
Shone his mail'd breast, and flash'd his sabre's ray! 
His close but glittering casque, and sable plume*, 
More*glittering eye, and black brow's s abler gloom, 
Glared on the Moslems' eyes some Afrit sprite, 
Whose demon death-blow left no hope for fight. 
The wild confusion, ana the swarthy glow 
Of flames on high/ and torches from below; 
The shriek of terror, and the mingling yell— 
For swords began to clash, and shouts to swell, 
Flung o'er that spot of earth the air of hell! 
Distracted, to and fro, the flying slaves 
Behold but bloody shore and fiery waves; 
Nought heeded they the Pacha's angry cry, 
They seize that Dervise!?— seize on Zatainai!* 
He saw their terror— check'd the first despair 
That urged him but to stand and perish there, 

♦ Satan. 
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Since far too early and to well obey'd, 
The flame was kindled ere the signal made; 
He saw their terror — fqpm his baldric drew 
His' bugler-brief, the blast — but shrilly blew, 
'Tis answerM — Well ye speed, my gallant crew! 
" Why did 1 doubt their quickness of career? 
And deem design had left, me single here?" 
Sweeps his long arm — that sabre's whirling sway, 
Sheds fast; atonement for its first delay * v 
Completes his furj, what their fear begun, 
And makes the many basely quail to one. 
The cloven turbans p'er the chamber spread, 
And scape an arm dare rise to guard its head: 
1 Even Seyd, convulsed, o'erwhelm'd with rage, surprise, 
Re treats, before him, though he still defies. 
No craven he — and yet he dreads the blow, 
So much Confusion magnifies tf\p foe! 
His blazing galleys stiH distract bis sfg-ht, 
He tore his J>eard, and foaming fled the light;* 
For now the pirates nass'd the Haram gate, 
And burst within — and it were death to wait; 
Where wild Amacement shriekingwkneeling— throw* 
The sword aside — in vain — the blood overflows! 
The Corsairs pouring, haste to where within, . 
Invited Conrad's bugle, and the din 
Of groaning victims, and wild cries for life, 
Proclaimed how well he did the work of strife. 
They shout to find him grim and lonely there, 
A glutted tyger mangling in his lair! 
But short their greeting — shorter his reply — • 
" Tis well — but Seyd escapes — and he must die. 

* A Common and not very novel effect of Mmralraan anger. See 
Prime Eugene's Memoir*, p. 34. " The Serukier rtcewda wound in the 
thigh; he ntaeked op hb beard by the roote, became he wai obliged to qui* 
ffce field.* 
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Much hath been done — but more remains to do — 
Their galleys blaze — why not their city too?" 

V. 
Quick at the word — they seized him each a torch, 
And fire the dome 1 from minaret; to porch. 
A stern delight was fix'd in Conrad's eye, 
But sudden sunk— for on his ear the cry 
Of women struck, and like a deadly knell 
Knock'd at that heart unmoved by battle's yell. 
" Oh! burst the Haram — wrong not on your lives 
One female form— remember — toe have wives. 
On them such imtrafce Vengeance will repay* 
Man is our foe 9 and such 'tis ours to slay: 
But still we spared-— must spare the weaker p/ey. 
Oh! I forgot — but Heaven will not forgive 
If at my word the helpless cease to live; 
Follow who will-M go— we yet have time 
Our souls to lighten of at least a crime." . 
He climbs the crackling stair — he bursts the door, 
Nor feels his feet glow scorching with the floor; 
His breath choak'd, gasping with thevolumed smoke, 
But still from room to room his#ray he broke. 
They search*— they find—they save^ with lusty arms 
Each bears a prize of unregarded charms; • 
Calm their loud fears; sustain their sinking frames * 
With all the care defenceless beauty claims: 
So well could Conrad .tame their fiercest mood, 
And check the very hands with gore imbrued. 
But who is she? whom Conrad's arms convey 
From reeking pile andfcombat's wreck — away— 
Who but the fove of hjm he dooms to bleed? 
The Haram queen—but still the slave of Seyd! 
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VI. 

.Brief time had* Conrad now to greet Gnlnare,* 
Few words to reassure the trembling* fair; 
For in that pause compassion snatch 'd from war, 
The foe before retiring, fast and for, 
With wonder saw their footsteps un pursued, 
First slowlier fled— then rallied— then withstood. 
This Seyd perceives , then first perceives how few, 
Compared with his, the Corsair's roving crew, 
And blushes o'er his error, as he eyes 
The ruin wrought by panic and surprise. 
Alia il Alia! Vengeance swells the cry — 
Shame mounts to rage that must atone or die! 
And flame for flame apd blood for blood most tell, 
The tide of triumph ebbs that flow'd too well — 
When wrath returns to renovated strife, 
And those who fought for conquest strike for life. 
Conrad beheld the danger — he beheld 
His followers faint by freshening foes repell'd: 
"One effort — one-,— to break the circling host!" 
They form — unite — charge — waver — all is lost! 
Within a narrower ring compress'd, beset, 
Hopeless, not heartless, strive and struggle yet— 
Ah! now they fight in firmest file no more, 
Hemm'd in— cut off— cleft down — and trampled o'er; 
Bat each strikes singly, silently, and home, 
And sinks outwearied rather than o'ercome, 
His last faint quittance rendering with hit breathy 
Till the blade glimmers in the grasp of death! 

VII. 
Bat first, ere came the rallying host to blows, 
And rank to rank, and hand to hand oppose, 

* Gulntre, a footle nme; H means, Vittnftv, titefowet o&feAtaft*' 
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• 

Gulnare and all her Haram handmaids freed, 

Safe in the dome of one who held their creed, 

By Conrad's mandate safely were bestow'd, 

And dried those tears for life and fame that flow'd; 

And when that dark-eyed lady, young Gulnare, 

RecalPd those' thoughts late wandering in despair, 

Much did she marvel o'er the courtesy 

That smooth 'd his accents j soften'd in bis eye; . 

'Twas strange — that robber thus with gore bedew'd, 

SeemM gentler then than Seyd in fondest mood. 

The Pacha woo'd as if he deemid the slave 

Must seem delighted with the heart he' gayer 

The Corsair vow'd protection, soothed affright, 

As if his homage -were a woman's right. 

" The wish is wrong — nay worse for females—vain; 

Yet much I long to view that chief again; 

If but to thank for, what my fear forgot, 

The life — my loving lord remember'd not!" 

VIII. 
And him she saw, where thickest carnage spread, ' 

But gather'cl breathing from the happier dead; 
Far from his band, and battling with a host 
That deem right clearly won the field he .lost, * 
Fell'd— bleedings-baffled of the death be sought, 
And snatch'd to expiate all the ills he wrought; 
Preserved to linger and to live in vain, " . 
While Vengeance ponder'd o'er new plans of pain, 
And stanch'd the blood she saves to shed again — 
But drop by droo, for Seyd's un glut ted eye 
Would doom him ever dying — ne'er to die! 
Can this be he? triumphant late she saw, 
When his red hand's wild gesture waved,' a 'law! 
'Tis he indeed — disarmed but undepreit, 
fit's sole regret the life he still nossejfc 
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His wounds too slight, though taken with that will, 

Which would have kiss'd the hand that then could kill. 

Oh were there none, of all the many given, 

To send bis soul— he scarcely ask'd to heaven? 

Must be alone of all retain his breath, 

Who more than all had strivQOjpnd struck for death? 

He deeply felt — what mortal hearts must feel, 

When thus reversed on faithless fortune's wheel, 

For crimes committed, and the victor's threat 

Of lingering tortures to repay the debt — 

He deeply, darkly feit; but evil pride 

That led to perpetrate — now serves to hide. 

Still in his stern and self-collected mien 

A conqueror's more than captive's air is seen, 

Though faint with wasting toil and stiffening wound, 

But few that saw— so cajmry gazed around: 

Though the far shooting of the distant crowd, 

Their treroors.o'er, rose insolently loud, 

The better warriors who beheld bim near, 

Insulted not the foe who taught them fear; 

And the grim guards that to his durance led, 

In silence eyed bim with a secret dread. » 

.IX. 

The leech was sent — but not in mercy — there 
To note how much the life yet left could bear; 
He found enough to load with heaviest -chain, 
And promise feeling for the wrench of pain: 
To-morrow — yea— to-morrow's evening sun 
Will sinking see impalement's pangs begun, 
And rising with the wonted blush of morn 
Behold bow well or ill those pangs are borne. 
Of torments this the longest and the worst, 
Which adds all other agony to thirst, 
vol. u.— m 
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That day by day death still forbears to slake, 
While famisb'd vultures flit around the stake. 
"Oh! water— water!" — smiling Hate denies 
The. victim's prfcyer— for if he driolfs— he dies. 
This; was his doom*— the Leech, the guard were gone, 
And left proud Conrad fetter'd and alone. 

« 

• X. 

Tff ere vain to paint to what his feelings grew— 
It even were doubtful if their victim knew. 
There is a war, a chao* of- the mind, 
When all its elements convulsed— combined- 
Lie dark and jarring with perturbed, force. 
And gnashing with impeni ten W Remorse; 
That juggling fiend— who never spake before— 
But cries, " I warn'd thee!" when th% deed is o'er. 
Vain voice! the spirit burning but unbent, 
May writhe — rebel— the weak alone repent! 
Even in'Aat lonely hour wflen most it feels, • 

And, to itself, all — all that self reveals, 
No single passion, and no ruling thought 
That lgaves the rest as once unseen, unsought; 
But the wild prospect, when the soul reviews — 
All rusning through their thousand avenues. 
Ambition's dreams expiring, love's regret, 
Endaoger'd glory, life itself beset; 
The joy untasted, the contempt or hate 
' 'Gainst those who fain would triumph in our fate; 
The hopeless past, the hasting future driven 
Too quickly on to guess if hell or heaven; 
Deeds, thoughts, and words, perhaps remember'd not 
So keenly till that hour, but ne'er forgot; 
Things light or lovely in their acted time, 
But now to Btern "reflection each a crimen 
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^Tbe withering sense of evil unreveal'd, 
.Rot cankering less because the more conceal'd— 
All, in a word, from vt hich all eyes must start, 
That opening" sepulchre — the naked heart 
Bares with its buried woes, till Pride awake, 
To snatch the mirror frofQ the soul — rfnd break. 
. Ay — Pride cay veil; and Olyrage brave it all, 
All — all — before — beyond — the deadliest fall. 

• Each hath some fear, and he who least betrays, 

* The # only hypocrite deserving 1 praise: 

Not the loud recreant wretch who boasts aud flies; • 



But he who looks on death — and silent di\?s. 
So steerd by pondering o'er his far career, 
He halfway meets him should he menace near! 



XI. 

In the high chamber of his highest toweiy 
Sate Conrad, fetter'd in the Pacha's power, 
.His palace perish'd in the flame — this fort 
Contained at once his captive and his court. 
Not much could Conrad of his sentence' blame, 
His foe, if vanquished, had but shafted the same:— 
Alone be sate — in solitude had scann'd' 
His" guilty bosom, but that breast he mann'd: 
One' thought alone he could not-— dared not meet - 
"Oh, how these tidings will Medora greet?" 
Then— only then — his flanking hands he raised, 
And strain'd with rage the chain on which he gazed; 
But soon he found— or feign 'ri — or dream'd relief, 
And smiled in self derision of his grief; 
" And now come tor-lure when it will— or may, % 
" More need of rest to nerve me for the day!* 
This said, with languor to his /not he crept, 
And, whatsoe'er his visions, quictd^ sta^t* 
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"Twas hardly midnight when that fray begun, 
For Conrad's plans matured, at once were done; 
And Havoc loathes so much the waste of time, 
She scarce had left an uncommitted crime. 
One hour beheld him since the tide he stemmed — * 
frisguised— disco w'd~ conquering*— ta'en-condemn'd 
A chief on land — an outlaw on the deep—* 
Destroying — saving — prised— and asleep! 

• 
XII. " • 

He slept in calmest seeming — for his breath 
Was hush'd so deep-*- Ah! happy if in death! 
He slept — Who o'er his placid .slumber, bends? * 
His foes are gone — and here he hath no friends; 
Is it some seraph sent to grant him grade? % . t 
No, 'tis an earthly form with heavenly face! 
Its white arm,rajsed a lamp — yet gentry hid, 
Lest the ray flash abruptly on the lid 
Of that closed eye, which opens but to pain, 

■ 

And once unclosed — but once may close again. 
ThatTorm, with- eye so dark, and cheek so fair, 
And auburn waves ofgemm'd and braided hair; 
With shape of fairy lightness — naked foot, 
That shines like snow, and falls on earth as mute—. 
Through guards and dunnest night how came it there? 
Ah! rather ask what will not woman dare? 
Whom youth and pity lead like thee, Gulnare! 
She could not sleep—and while* the Pacha's rest 
In muttering dreams yet saw his pirate-guest, 
She left his side — his signet ring she bore, 
Which oft in sport adorn 'd her hand^ before — 
And with it, scarcely questioned, won her way 
Through drowsy guards that must that sign obey. 
Worn out with toil, and tired with changing blows, 
Their eyes bad envied Conrad t)U Teuo&fe\ • 
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Anil chill and nodding at the turret door, 
They stretch their listless limbs, and watch no more: 
Just raised,their beads to hail the signet-ring, 
Jfor ask or what or, who the sign may bring. " 

# . XIH. 

She gazed in wonder, " Can he calmly sleepy 
While other eyes his fall or ravage weep? 
And mine in restlessness are wandering here— 
What sadden spell bath made this man so dear? 
True — 'tis to him my life, and mdre, I owe, 
And me and mine he spared from worse than wo: 
'Tis iate to think — but soft — his slumber breaks— 
How heavily he sighs! — he starts — awakes!" 
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He raited bis head — and dazfled with the light, 
His eye seem'd dubious, if it sawi aright: 
He moved his hand — the grating of his chain 
Too harshly told him that he lived again. 
" What is that form? if not a shape of air, 
Methmks, my gaoler's face shows wond'rous fair!" 
41 Pirate! thou fcnow'st me not — but I am one, 
Grateful for deeds thou hast too rarely done;' 
Look on me — and remember ber, thy hand 
Soatcb'd from the flames, and thy more fearful band. 
I come through darknes&a-and I scarce know why— * 
Yet not to hurt— I would not see thee die." " 



" If so, kind lady! thine the only eye 
That would not here in that gay hope delight: 
Theirs is the chance — and le^t them use their right. 
But stiU I thank their courtesy or thine, , • 
That would confess me at so fair a shrinel" 
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Strange though it seem — yet with extr^mest grief 

Is link'd a mirth — it doth not bring relief — 

That playfulness of Sorrow ne'er beguiles, 

And smiies in bitterness — but still it smiles; 

And sometimes with the wisest and the best, * 

Till eren the scaffold* echoes with their jest! • 

Yet not the joy to which It seems akin — 

It may deceive all hearts, save that within* ' 

Whate'er it was that flash'd on Conrad, now 

A laughing wildness half unbent his brow: 

And these his accents fcatra sound of mirth, 

As if the last he could enjoy on earth; 

Tet 'gainst his nature— for through that short life, 

Few thoughts had he to spare from gloom and strife. 

XIV. * 

" Corsair! thy doom.is named— but I have power 
To soothe the Pacha in his weaker hour. 
THee would I sparer-nay more — would save thee now 
. But this — time — hope — nor even thy strength allow; 
But all I can, I will: at least, delay 
The sentence thaftemits thee scarce a.day. 
More now were rutn— even thyself were loth 
The vain attempt should bring but doom to both." 

" Yes! loth indeed: — my soul is. nerved to all, 
Op fall'n too low to fear a further fall: 
Tempt not thyself with peril; me with hope 
Of flight from foes with whom I could not cope: 
Unfit to vanquish — shall I meanly fly, 
The one of all my band that would not die? 

• In Sir Tho/nat More, for inscanee, on the scaffold, and Anne Bolern 
in the Tower, vheagrasping her neck, she remarked, that it" was too 
•lender to trouBle the headsman much. During one part of the French 
Revolution, it became a fashion to leave some ** mot" at a legacy; and the 
quantity of facetious last words spoken during that period jrould form a 
melancholy jest-hook of a considerable sife. 
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Yet there is one— to whom my memory clings, 

Till to these eyes her own wikf softness springs. 

My sole resources in the path I trod 

Were these— my bark — my sword— my love — my God! . 

TOe last I left in youth — he leaves me now — 

And man but works his will tolay me low. 

I hare no thought to mock; his throne with prayer 

Wrung from the coward crouching of despair; 

It is enough-T-1 breathe — and I can bear. 

My sword is shaken from the worthless hand 

That might have better kept-so true a Ip-and: 

My bark is sunk or captive — but my love — • 

For her in sooth my voice jrould mount above; 

Oh! she is all thai still to earth can bind— 

And this will break a heart so more than kjnd, 

And blight a form — till thine appeared, Gulnare! 

Mine eye ne'er ask'd if others were as fair?" # 

" Thou lov'st another then?— but what to me 
Is this — 'tis nothing — nothing e'er can be: 
But yet — thou lov'st— and — Oh! I sftvy those 
Whose hearts on hearts as faithful loan repose, 
Who never feel the void— the wandering thought m 
That sighs o'er visions— such as mine hath wrought" 

" Lady — methought thy love was his, for whom • 
This arm redeemed thee from a fiery tomb." 

a 

" My love stern Seyd*s! Oh— No— No— not my love- 
Yet much this heart, that strives no more, once strove 
To meet his passion — but it would not be. 
I felt— I feel— love dwells with — with the free. 
I am a slave, a favour'd slave at best, 
To share bit splendour, and seem very btesV. • 
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CANTO III. 



" Come vedi— aneor non m'abbandona." 

*• t 

Slow sinks, more k>vel>r«re his race be run, 

Along Morea's hills the setting sun; 
Not, as in Northern climes, obscurely 'bright, 
But one unclouded blaze of living light! • 
O'er the huah'd deep' the yellow beam* he throws, 
Gilds the green wave, that trembles as it glows. 
On old JEgiua's rock, and Idr%'s isle, > 
The god of gladness sheds his parting smile; 
O'er his own regions lingering, loves to shine, 
Though there Ms altars are\io more divine. 
Descending fast ttje mountain shadows tits* 
Thy glorious gulf, ttticonquer'd Salamis! 
Their azure arches through the long expanse 
If ore deeply purpled meet his jnel towing glance, 
And tenderest tints, along their summit! driven, 
Mark his gay course and own the hues of heaven; 
Till, darkly shaded from the land and deep, 
Behind his Delphian cliff he sinks to sleep* 

On such an eve, his palest beam he cast, 
When— Athens! herejhy Wisest look'd his last. 
How watch'd thy better sons his farewell ray, 
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That closed their murder'd sage's* latest day! 
Not yet — not yet— Sol pauses on the bill— - 
The precious hour of parting lingers still; 
But sad his light to agonizing eyes, 
Aod dark the mountain's once delightful dyes: 
Gloom o'er the lovely land he seem'd to ptfar, 
The land where Phoebus never frown?d before, 
But ere he sunk below CithseronN head, 
The cup of wo was quafFd— the spirit fled; 
The soul of "him who scorn'd to fear or fly— 
Who lived and died, as none can lire or die!' 

•• 
But lo! from high Hymettus to the plain, • 

The queen oftoight asserts her silent reignif 
No murky vapour, herald of the storm, * 
Hides her faff face, nor girds her glowing form; 
With cornice glimmering as the moon-beams play, 
There the white, column greets her grateful ray, 
And, bright around with quivering beams beset, 
Hel" emblem spar kle% o'er the minaret: 
The groves of olive scatter'd dark and wide 
Where meek Ceptusus pours his scanty tide, 
The cypress saddening by the sacred mosque, ' • 

The gleaming turret of the gay Kiosk ,{ 
And, dun and sombre 'mid the holy calm, 
Near Theseus' fane yon solitary palm, 
All ,tinge*d with varied hues arrest the eye — 
And dull were bis that pasVd them heedless by. 

* Socrates drank the hemlock a short time before sunset (the boor oi 
execution.) notwithstanding the entreaties of hk.disciples to wait till the 
sun went down* 

t The twilight in Greeee is much shorter than in our own country; the 
days in winter are kmpjer, bat in summer of shorter duration. 

I The Kiosk is a Turkish summer-house: the palm is without the pre- 
sent walk of Athens, not far from the temple of Theseus, between which- 
and the tree the wall mteirei»e*-Cephhitt' lUtNafe VateeA wwoki* w* 
IRsiuhatiwsAajsjiattlL' 
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• 

Again the iEgean, heard no more afar, ' 
Lulls his chafed breast from elemental war; 
Again his waves in milder tints unfold 
Their long array of sapphire and of gold, 
Mixt with the shades of many a distant isle, 
. That frown— trhere gentler ocean seems to smile.* 

• II. 
Not now'my theme— why turn my thoughts to thee? 
. Oh! who can look along thy native sea, 
Nor dwell upon thy name, whate'er the tale, 
So* jnuch its magic must o'er all prevail? 
•Who that beheld that Sun upon thee set, 
Fair Athens! could thine evening faqe forget? 
Not he — whose* heart nor time nor distance frees, 
Spell-bound within the clustering Cycladesf 
Nor seems this homage foreign to bis strain, 
His Corsair's isle was once thine own domain — 

Would that with freedom it were thine again! 

» 

■ 

III. 
The sun fiath sunk— and, darker than the night* 
Sinks with its beam upon the, beacon height — 
Medora's heart— the third day's come and gone,— 
With it he comes not — sends not— faithless one! 
The wind was fair though light; and storms were none. 
Last eve Anselmo's bark.return'd, and yet ' 
His only tidings that they had not met! t 
Though wild, as njbw, far different were the tale 
Had Conrad waited for that singlesail. 
The night-breeze freshens-— she that day had past 
In watching all that Hope proclaim'd a mast; 

* The opening linei at far at section IL have perhaps little busine* 
here, and were annexed to an uupublished (though piloted) poem; bui 
tbey were written on the spot in the Spring of isn. andW tearce know 
w&jr—tliejvater miut acute their appearance heretf W-can. 
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Sadly the sate— on high — Impatience bore 

At lastber footsteps to the midnight shore. 

And there she wander'd heedless of the spray 

Tfaatdasb'd her garments oft, and warn 'd away: 

She sair not — felt not U»ia — nor dared depart, 

Nor deem'd it cold— her chill was at her heart;* 

Till grew such certainty from that suspense— 

His very sight had sbock'd from life#>r sense! 

It came at last— a sad and shattered boat, 

Whose inmates first beheld whom first they sought; 

Some" bleeding — all most wretched — these (be few — 

Scarce knew they how escaped— ihu all they knew. 

In silence, darkling, each appeared to wait * 

His fellow's moirrnfalg'aess at Conrad's fatec 

Something they would have said; but seem'd to fear 

To trust their accents to Medora'sear. 

Sbefaw at once, yet sunk not — trembled not— 

Beneath that grie£ that loneliness of lot, * 

Within that meek fair form, were feelings high, 

That deem'd not till they found their energy. 

While yet was Hope— they soften'd— fluttered— wept— 

All lost— that softness died not— but it slept; 

And o'er its slumber rose that Strength which said, 

" With nothing left to love— there's nought to dread." 

Til more than nature's; like the burning might 

Delirium gathers from the fever's height. 

" Siledt you stand— nor would I hear you {ell 

What— speak not — breathe not — for I know it well— 

Tet would I ask — almeet my lip denies 

The— quick your answer— tell me where he lies?" 

" Ladg! we knqw not— scarce with life we fled; 

But bete is one denies that he is dead;. 

He saw him bound; and bleeding— tal*tae»" 

vol* II.— p. ** 
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She heard no further— 'twas in Tain to strive — ' 
t So throbb'd each vein— each, thought— till then with- 
stood; , • 
Her own darkjwul— these words at once subdued: 
She totters— falls — aod senseless had tne ware 
' Perchance but soatch'd her from another grave; 
But that with hands though rude, jet weeping eyes, 
They yield such aii as Pity's baste supplies: * 
. Dash o'er her deathlike cheek the ocean dew, 
• Raise — fan— sustain— till life returns anew; 
Awake her handmaids, with the matrons leave 
' That faihtinp form o'er which they gaze and griere; 
Then seek Anselmo's cavern, to report 
The tale too tedious— when thefriumph short 

IV. m 

In tl^t wild council words wag'd warm and Strang, < 
With thoughts of ranjom, rescue, and revenge; / I 
All, save repose or flight: still lingering there 
Breathed Conrad's spirit, and forbade despair; 
Whate'er his fate— the breasts he form'd and led. 
Will save him living, or appease him dead. 
Wo to his foes! there yet survive a few, 
Whose deeds are daring, as their heafrts are true. 

.. V. 

Within the Harem's secret chamber sate 
Stern Seyd, still pondering o'er his Captive's mte; 
His thoughts on love and hate alternate dwell, 
Now with Gulnare, and now in Conrad's cell; 
Here at bis feet the lovely slave reclined, 
Surveys his brow— would soothe his gloom of mind, 
While many an anxious glance her large dark eye 
Sends in iU idle search for sympathy, 
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His only bends in seemfng o'er his bead>,* 
But inly views Ais victim as he bleeds. 

■ 

v Pacha! the day is tlune; and on thy crest 
Sits Triumph—Conrad taken— falTn theTe&U* 
His doom isfix'd — he dies: and well his fata* 
Was earn'd — yeAiuch too worthless for thy hate: 
Methinks, a short release, for ransom told 
With all his treasure, not unwisely sold;* 
Report speaks. largely of his pirate- hoard- 
Would that df this my Pacha were the'Lord! 
While baffled. weakdh'd by this fatal fray — • • 
Watch'd — follow'd— he were then an easier prey; 
But once cut off— thefensnant of his band 
Embark their wealth, and seek a safer atrand." 

" " Gulnare!— if for each drop^f blood a gem 
Were offered rich as Stamboul's diadem; 
If for each hair of his a massy mine 
Of virgin ore thould supplicating shine; • * 
If aftour Arab tales divulge or dream 
Of wealth were here— that gold should not redeem? 
It had not now redeem'd a single hour; 
But that I know him fetterM, in my power; 
And, thirsting for revenge, I ponder still* * 
Oir pangs that longest rack, and latest kill," 

" Nay, Seyd!— I seek not to restrain thy rage, 
Too justly moved for mercy to assuage ; ' 
My thoughts were only to secure for th^e* 
His riches — thus released, he were not free: 
Disabled, shorn of half his might and band, 
His capture could but wait thy first command. " 

• The C«*Nlofa,«r Mahometan rotary; the bead* wfc^MBket ttenr 
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" His capture tould! — and shall linen resjgti 
One day to him — the wretch already mine? . 
Release my foe! — at whose remonstrance? — thine! ' 
Fair suitor! — to tby virtuous grati|pde, 
That thus repays' this Giaour's relenting mood, 
Which thee and thjne alone of all could spare, 
No doubt — regardless if the prize were fair, 
My thanks and praise alike are due— -now hear! 
I have a council for thy gentler ear: 
I do mistrust thee, woman! and each word 
Of thine stamps truth on all Suspicion hearu. 
Borne in*hte arms through fire from yon Serai — 
Say, wert thou lingering there with him to fly? 
Thou need'at not answer— thy concession speaks, 
Already reddening on thy guilty cheeks; 
Then, lovely dame, bethinl^thee! and beware: 
'Tis not his life alone may claim such care! " 

Another word and — nay— I need no more* 
Accursed was the monient vrben he bore % 
Thee from tne flames, which better far — but — no — 
I then had mourn'd (bee with a lover's wo — 
Now 'tis thy lord that warns—deceitful thing! 
Know'st thou that I can clip tby wanton wing? 
In words alone I am not wont to chafe: 
Look to thyself—nor deem thy falsehood safe!" 

He rose — and staw^, sternly thence withdrew, 
Rage in his eye' and threats in his adieu: 
Ab! little reck^fl that chief of womanhood— 
Which frowns nejer quell'd,«nor menaces subdued; 
And little deem'd he what jthy* heart, Gulnare! 
When soft could feel, and when incensed could dare. 
His doubts appear'd to wrong— nor yet sjie knew , • 
How dtep (he root from whence compassion grew— 
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• 

She was a slave—from such may captives claim 
A fellow-feeling, differing but in name; 
Still half unconscious — heedless of bis wrath, 
Again she ventured on the dangeious path, 
Again his rage repeUrd — until arose ^ 

That strife of thought, the source of woman's woes! 

VI. • 

Meanwhile — long anxious — weary — still— the same 
Roll'd day and night — his soul could terror tame— 
This fearful interval of doubt and dread, 
When%very houV^might doom him worse than dead, 
. When every step that echo'd by the gate, 
Might entering lead where axe and stake await; 
When ever? voice that grated on his ear 
Might be the last that be could ever hear; 
Could terror tame — thai spirit stern and high, • 

Had proved unwilling as uXfit to die; 
Twas worn — perhaps decay'd— yet silent bore 
That conflict deadlier far, than all before: 
The Eeat of fight, the hurry of the gale, 
Leave scarce one thought inert enough to quaijs 
ftut bound and fix'd in fetter'd solitude, 
To pine, the prey of every changing mood; 
To gase on thine own heart; and meditate 
Irrevocable faults, and coming fate — 
Too late the last to shun— the first, to mend- 
To count the hours that struggle to thine end, 
With not a friend to ammate^and tell 
To other, ears that deaS became thee well; 
Around theejoes to forge the ready lie, 
And blot life's latest scene with calumny; 
Before time tortures, which the soul can dare, 
Tet doubts how' well the shrinking fleah maq Yiewv 
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■ 

But deeply feels a single cry would shame, 
To valour's praise thy fast and dearest claim; 
The life thou leav'st below, denied above . 
By kind monopolists ofrheavenly love; 
And more^an doubtful paradise— thy heaven 
Of earthly hope — thy loved one from thee riven. 
Such were the thoughts that outlaw must sustain, 
And goveYn pangs surjJassing mortal pain: 
And those sustained he— boots it well or ill? 
Since not to sink beneath,, is something still' 

' VII. 

The first day past'd — he saw not her— Gulnare_ 
The second — third— and still she came not there* 
But what her words avouch'd, her charms had done, 
Or else he had not seen another sun* 
The fourth -day roIPd along, and with tfye night 
Came storm and darkness in Their mingling might- 
Oh! how he listened to toe rushing deep, 
That ne'er till now so broke upon his sleep; 
And his wild spirit wilder wishes sent, 
Housed by the roar of his own element! 
Oft had he ridden on that winged wave, 
And loved its roughpess for the speed it gave; 
And now its dashing echo'd on his ear, 
A long known voice— galas', too vainly near! 
Loud sung the wind above; and, doubly loud, 
Shook o'er n*is turret cell the thunder cloud; 
And flash'd the lightning to the^tticed bar, 
To bim more genial than ffe midnight stan 
Close to the glimmering grate he* jlragg'd his chain, 
And hoped that p^ril might not prove in vain. 
He raised his iron hand to Heaven, and pray'd , 
One pitying fash to mar the* form it made: 



Cento in. THE CORSAIR. 55 

His Bteel aid imfieus prayer attract alike — 
The storm roll'd onward and disdain'd to strike; 
Its peal wax'd fainter— ceased— be felt alone, 
As if some faithless' friend iiad spuzn'd his groan! 



VIII. 

The midnightypaseM-^and to the massy door, 

*A light step came — it paused—it moved one£ more; ■ * 

Slow turns the grating bojt and sullen key: 

Tis as his heart foreboded — that fair she! 

Whate'er her sins, to him a guardian saint, 

Andbeauteous still as hermit's hope can paint; 
• Yet changed since last within that cell she came, 

More pale her cheek, more tremulous her frame: 

On him she cast her dirk and hurried eye 

Which spoke before her accents—" thou must die! 

Yes, thou nlbst'die — there is but one resource, 
' The last— the worst— if torture were not worse^ " 

" Lady! I look to none — my lips proclaim 
What last proclaim'd they— Conrad still the same: 
, Why should'st thou seek an outlaw's life to spare, 
And change thp sentence I deserve to bear? 
^ell have I earn'd — nor here alone — the meed 
Of Seyd's revenge, by many a lawless deed." 

• 
" Why should I seek? because— Oh! didst thou not 
Redeem my life from worse than slavery's lot? 
Why should I seek?— hath misery made thee Wind 
To the fond workings of a woman's mind! 
And most I say? albeit my heart rebel f> 
With all that woman feels, but should not tell — 
Becam e * despite thy crimes—thatfheaxt fo ym*i«&\ 
It fear'd thee— thank'd the€— ^itiftir-^^^^^^^^^ 
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Reply Dot, tell not dow thy tale again,' * 
Thou Iov'st another— and I love in vain; 
Though fond as mine her bosom, form more fair, 
I rash through peril which she .would not dare. 
If that thy heart to hers were trulj dear, 
Were I thine own — thou wert not lonely here: 
An outlaw's spouse — and leave her lovd to roam! 
*What hath such gentle dame to do with home? 
But speak nut now — o'er thine and o'er my head 
Hangs the keen satire by a single .thread; 
If thou hast courage still, and woulH'st be free, 
Receive this poniard — rise — and follow me!" 

" Ay — in my chains! my steps will gently tread, 
With these adornments, o'er each slumbering head! 
Thou bast forgot — is this a garb for flight'* , 

Oris that instrument more fit for fight?'' ' « - 

■ 

" Misdoubting Corsair! I have gain'd the guard, 
Ripe for revolt, and greedy for reward. 
A single word of mine removes that chain: 
Without same aid how here could I Temain? 
Well, since we met, hath sped my busy time, 
If in aught evil, for thysake the crime: 
The crime — 'tis none to punish those of Seyd. 
That hated tyrant, Conrad — he must bleed!* 
I Bee thee shudder — but my soul is changed — . 
Wrong'd— spurn'd— reviled— and it shall be avenged— 
Accused of what till now my heart disdain 'd — * 

Too faithful, though to bitter bondage chain'd. 
Yes, smile!-jbut be had little cause to sneer, 
I was not treacherous then— nor thou too dear: 
But he has said it— and the jealous well, 
Those tyrants, teasing, tempting; to rebel, 
Desfrre the Ate their fretting lips foieAeu.. 
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m 

I never loved — he bought mo— someujhft high — 
Since with me came a heart he could not buy. • • 
t was a slave unmurmuring; he hath said, 
But for his.rcfecue I with thee had fled. 
Twas false thou know'st— but let such augurs rue* 
Their words are omens Insult rtnders true. "• 
Nor was thy respite granted to my prayer, 
This fleeting grace Was only to prepare 
New torments for thy life, and my despair. " 
Mine too he threatens; but his dotage still 
Would fain reserve me for his lordly will: 
When wearier of these fleeting charms and" me, 
There yawns the sack— and'yonder rolls the sea! 
What, am I then a^toy for dotand's play, * 
To wear but till the gilding frets awajt? 
I saw thee — loved thee — owe thee all — would save, 
If but to show how grateful is a*slave. 
But had he not thus menaced fame and life, 
(And well he keeps his oaths pronounced in strife) 
I still had saved tfce— but the Pacha snared. 
Now f am all thine own— for all-prepared: 

» St 

Thou lov'st me not — nor know'st— or but the worst. 

Alas', ihis love-*-that hatred aYenbe first — 

Oh! could'st thou prove my. truth, thou would'st not start, 

Nor fear the fire that lights an I&stern heart, 

Tis now the beacon of thy safety— %ow * 

It poinds within the port a Mainote prow: 

But in one chamber, where our path must lead, 

There sleeps— he must not wake — the oppressor Sey'd!" 

" Gulnare— Gulnare — I never felt till now ' 
My abject fortune, witherM fame so low! 
Seyd is mine enemy: had swept my band . . 

From earth witfi ruthless but with oneuAraoA* 
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And therefore camej, in my bark of war, 

To snftye the sroiter with the scimitar; 

Such is ray weapon — not the secret knife— * * 

Who sparest woman's, seeks not slumber's life. 

Thine* saved I gladly, Lady, not for this— 

Let me not deem that mercy shown amiss. 

Now fare thee well-^more peace be with thy breast! 

Night wears apace— my last of earthly rest!" 

" Rest! Rest! by sunrise must thy sinews sba^e,^ 
And thy limbs writhe around the ready stake. 
I heard the order — saw— I will rfot see — 
If thou wilt perish, I will fait with thee. 
My life — my We — my hatred— all below 
Are on this cast — Cwsair! 'tis but a blow! 
Without it flight were idle— how evade 
His sure pursuit? my wrongs too unrepaid, 
My youth disgraced — the long, long wasted years, 
One blow shall cancel with our future-fears; 

-a 

But since the dagger suits thee less thdb brand, 

I'll try the firmness of a female hand. 

The guards are gain'd— one moment all were o'er— 

Corsair! we meet in safety* r no more; 

If errs my feeble hand, the morning cloud 

Will hover o'er thy scaflbld, and my shroud." 

IX. 

She turn'd, and vanish'd ere he could reply, 
But hU glance foHpw'd far with eager eye; 
And gathering, as he could, the links that bound 
His form, to curl their length, and curb their sound, 
Since bar and bolfno more his*steps preclude, 
He, fast as fetter'd limbs allow, pursued. 
"^was dark stud winding, and he knew not where 
If passag&led; nor lamp nor guard weretWe^ 
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He sees a dusky glimmering:— shall he seek 
Or shun that ray so indistinct and weak? 
Chance guides his steps— a freshness seems to bear 
Full on his brow, as if from morning air- 
He reach'd an open gallery — on his eye 
.Gleam'd the last star of night, the clearing sky: 
Yet scarcely heeded these— another light 
From a lone chamber struck upon his sight. 
Towards it he moved, a scarcely closing 'door 
ReveaJ'd the ray within, tyit nothing more. ' 
With hasty step a figure outward past, 
Then pause!— and turn'd — and paused — 'tis She at last! 
$f o poniard in that hand — nor sign of ill — 
" Thanks to that softening heart— she coujd not kill!" 
4 gain he look'd r the, wildness of her eye 
Starts from the day abrupt and fearfully.' 
She stopped — threw back her dark far-floating hair, 
. That,nearly veil'd her face and bosom fain 
As if she late had bent her leaning head , 
Above some object of her doubt or dread. 
They meet — upon her brow — unknowns-forgot—- ' 
Her hurrying hand had left— 'twas, but a spot— 
Its hue was all he saw, and scarce withstood— 
Oh! slight but certain pledge of .crime — 'tis blood! 

X. 

He had seen battle— he had brooded lone 

O'er promised pangs to sentenced .guilt foreshown; . 

He had been tempted— chasten'd— and the chain 

Yet on his arms might ever there remain: 

But ne'er from strife, captivity, remorse, 

From all his feelings in their inmost force, * 

So thriird— so shudder'd every creeping vein,* , 

As now they froac before thajk jrarplAtatai* 
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That spot of blood, that light but guilty .streak, 
Had banish'd all the beauty from her cheek! * 
Blood he had view'd, could view unmoved, but then 
It flow'd in' combat, or was shed by men! 

• XI. 

" "Tis done, he dlarly waked, but it is done. 
Corsair! he periah'd, thou art dearly won. 
All Words would now be vain, away, away! • 

Our bark Is tossing* 'tis already day. 
The few gain'd over, now are wholly mine, 
And these thy yet\urfiving band shall join: 
.Anon my. voice shall vindicate my hand, 

When once our sail forsakes this hated strand." 

■ ■ 

• xii. ■"..•■-" 

She clapp'd her hands, and through the gallery pour r 

Equipp'd for flight, her vassals — Greek and Moor: 

Silent but quick they stoop, his •chains unbind; 

Qnce more his limbs are free as mountain wind! 

But on his heavy heart such sadness sate, « 

As if they there transferred that iron Weight. 

No words are utter'd — at her sign, a door 

Reveals the secret passage to the shore; 

The city lies behind, they speed, they reach * * 

The glad waves dancing on the yellow beach; 

And Conrad? following, at ber beck, obey'd, 

Ptyr cared he now if rescued or betray 'd ; * 

Resistance were as useless as if Seyd 

Tet lived to view the doom his ire" decreed. 

* 

• XIII. 

Emba/l^d, the sail unrarl'd, the light breeze blew— 

How much had Conrad's memory to review!- 
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Sunk be iu contemplation, till the cape 
Where last he anchored rear'd its giant shape, 
Ab!— since that fatal" night, though brief the time, 
Had swept an age of terror, grief, and crime: 
As its far shadow frown'd above the. mast, 
He veil'd his face, and sorrow^ as he past! 
He thought of all, Gonsalvo and his bana? 
His fleeting triumph and his failing hand; 
He thought on her afar, his lonely bride: 
He turn'd and saw — Gulnare, the homicide!. 

-t XIV. 

She wjatch'd his features till she could not bear 
Their freezing aspect and averted air, 
And that stranfe fierceness foreign tor her* eye, 
Fell quench'd in tears, too late to shed or dry. 
She kjielt beside him apd his hand she prest, 
" Thou may st forgive, though AllaVself devest; 
But fos*that deed of darkness what wert thou? # 
- Reproach me, but not yet, Oh! spare me now! 
1 am not what I seero^ this fearful night 
My brain bewilder'd, do not madden quite! 
If I had never loved, though less my guilt, * 
Thou hadst not lived to— hate me— if thou * ilt." 

XV. • 
She wrongs his thoughts, they more himself upbraid 
Than her, though undesigned, the wretch jie made; 
. Bat speechless all, deep, dark, and unexprest, 
They bleed-within that silent cell— his breast! 
Still onward, fair the' breeze, nor rough the surge, 
The blue waves, sport around the stern 'they urge; 
Far on the horizon's verge appears a speck) 
A spot, a mast, a sail, an* armed deok\ 

VOL, II.- 
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Their little bark her men Of watch descry, 
And ampler canvass woos the wind from high; 
She bears* her down majestically near, 
Speed on her prow, and terror in her tier; 
A flash is seen — this ball beyond their bow 
Booms harmless, hissing to the deep below. 
Up rose keenuonrad from his.s^ent trance, 
A long, long absent gladness in his glance; 
" 'Tis mine, my blood-red flag! again, again, 
I am not a{l deserted on the main!" 
They own the sigria], answer ts the hail, 
Hoist out the boat at once, and slacke^ail. 
" 'Tis Conrad! Conrad!" shouting' from the deck, 

m m 

Command nor duty could their transport check! 
With light alacrity and gaze of pride, • 
They view him mount once more his vessel's side; 
A smile relaxing in each ruggefl face, ., 

Their arm^can scarce forbear a rough embrace. 
He, half forgetting danger and defeat, •# 

Returns their greeting as a chief may greet, 
Wrings with a cordial grasp Anselmo's hand, 
Xhd feels he* yet can conquer and command! 

XVI. 

These greetings o'er, the feelings that o'erflow, 
. Yet grieve to win him back without a blow; 
They sail'd prepared for vengeances-had they know* 
A woman's 'liand secured that deed her own, 
She were their queen — less scrupulous are they 
Then haughty Conrad how they win theiv way. 
With many an asking smile, and wondering' stare, 
They whisper round, and gaze upon Qulnare; 
An/1 her, at dnce above— beneath her sex, 
Whom blood appall'd not, their regards perplex* . 
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To Conrad turns her faint imploring' eye, 

She drops her veil,, and stands in silence by; 

Her arms are meekly folded on that breast, 

Which — Conrad safe —to fate resign 'd the" rest 

Though worse -than phrensy could that bosom fill, • • 

Extreme in love or hate, in good or ill,. 

The worst of crimes bad left her woman still 1 

• 
XVII- 
This Conrad raark'd, and felt— ah! could he less? 
Hate of that deed, bat gpfilf for her distress; 
What she has done no tears can wash away, * . 

And. heaven must punish on its angry day: 
But — it was done: he knew, whate'er her guilt, 
• For him that poniard smote, that blood was spilt; 
And be was free I— And she for him bad given 
Her all on earth, and moi% than all in heaven! 
And now he turn'd him to that dack-eyed slave. 
Whose brow was. bow'd beneath the glance he gave, 
Who now seem'd changed and humbled:— faint and 

meek, • 
Bat varying^ oft the colour of her cheek 
To deeper shades of paleness— all its red 
That fearful Spot which stain'd it from' the dead! 
He took that hand—it trembled — now too late— 
So soft in love — so wildly nerved in bate) 
He clasp'd that band—it trembled — and hit own 
Had lost its firmness, and his voice its tone. 
" Gulnare!" — bat she replied not— " dear Gulhare^^ 
She raised her eye—her only answer there*— 
At once she sought and sank in his embrace: 
. . If he had driven her from that resting pjace, 
His had been more or less than mortal heart, 
But— good or4U— it bade her not depart. 
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Perchance, bat for the bodings of his breast, 
His latest virtue then had join'd the. rest. 
Yet even Medora might forgive the kiss 
That ask'd from form so fair do more than this: 
The first, the last that Fraility stole from Faith— 
To lips where Love had lavish'd all his breath, 
To lips — whose broken sighs such fragrance fling, 
As he ha) fann'd them freshly with his wing! 

XVIII. 
They gain by twilight's hour tfieir lonely isle. 
To.thfm the very rocks appear to smile; 
The haven hums with many* cheering sound, 
The beacons blaze tneir wonted station^round, * 
• ■ The boats are darting o'er the curly bay, 

Antf sportive dolphins bend them through the spray ; 
Even the hoarse sea-bird's shriTI, discordant shriek, 
(Greets like the welcome of his tuneless beak! 
Beneath each lamp that, through its lattice gleams, 
Their fancy paints the friends that trim the beams. 
Oh! what can sanctify the joys of homej 
Like Hope's gay glance from Ocean's troubled foam-' 

XIX. * • 

The lights are high on beacon and from bower, 
And midst them Conrad seeks Medora's tower: 
He looks in vain — 'tis strange — and all remark, 
Amidso many, hers alone is dark. 
'TifjiVange — of yore its welcome never fail'd, 
Nor now, perchance, extinguish'd, only veil'd. 
With the first boat descends he for the shore, 
And looks impatie/it #n the lingering oar. 
Oh! for a wing beyond the falcon's flight, 
To bear him like an arrow to that height! 
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With the first pauso the resting rowers grave, 
He waits noir-looks not— leaps into the wave, 
Strives through the surge, bestrides the beach, and high 
Ascends tip path familiar to his eye, * 

He reach'd his turret door — he paused-*no sound 
Broke from within; and all was night around. 
He knock'd, and loudly— footstep nor reply 
Announced that any heard or deem'd him nigh; 
He knock'd — but faintly — for his trembling hand 
Refused to aid his heavy heart's demand. 4 

The portal opens— 'tis a well known face- 
But not the form he panted to embrace. 
Its lips are silent— twice his own essay 'd„ 
And failM to frame the question they delajb'd; 
He snatch 'd the lamp — its light will answer alt-. 
It quits bis grasp, expiring in the fall; . 
He would not wait for that reviving ray— » . 

As soon could he have linger'd there for day; 
But, glimmering through the dusky corridore, 
Another chequers o'er the*shadow'd floor; 
His steps the chamber again— his eyes behold . 

All that his heart believed not— yet foretold! 

XX. t 

He turn'd not — spoke not~*funk not — fix'd his look, 
And set the anxious frame thai lately shook: 
He gazed — bow long we gave despite of pain,- 
And know, but dare not own, we gaze in vain! 
Jn life itself she was so still and fair, 
That death with gentler aspecf wither'd there; 
And the cold flowers* her colder hand contain'd, * 
In that last grasp as tenderly were strain'd 

■ 

• In the Levant Itb the custom to strew flower* on the bodies of tie 
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As if she scarcely felt, but feign'd a .deep, 
And made it almost mockery yet to weep: q* 
The long dark lashes fringed her lids of snjw, 
And veil'd — ftought shrinjsYrrom all that lurked below— 
Ob! o'er the eye death most exerts his might, 
i And hurls the spirit from her throne of light! 
Sinks those blue orbs in that long last eclipse, 
But spares, as yet, the charm around her lips — * 
Yet, yet they seem as they forebore to smile, 
And wish^L repose — but only for a while; 
But the white shroud < and each extended tress, 
Long— fair-»but spread in utter lifelessness, 
Which, late the.sporl of every summer wind, 
Escaped the Ruffled wreath that strove to bind; • 
These — and' the pale pure cheek, became the bier— 
But she is nothing—wherefore is he here? 

XXI. 

He ask'd no question — all were answered now 
By the first glance on that stilW— marble brow. 

.It was enough — she died — what reck'd it how? 
The love of youth, the hope of better years, 
The source of softest wishes, tenderest fears, 
The only living thyig he could not hate, 
Was reft at once— and he deserved his fate, 
But did not feel it less; — tfee goocL explore, 
For peace, those realms where guilt can never soar: ■ 
The proud— the way ward— who have fix'd below 
Their joy — and find this earth enough for wo, 
Lose in that one their alk-*perchance a mite— 
But who in patience parts with, all delight? 

1 Full many a stoic eye and aspect stern 
Mask hearts where grief hath little left to learn ; 
And many a whithering thought lies hid, not lest, 

In smiles thai least befit who wear \hern uw&V 
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XXII. 

those, that deepest feel, is ill exprest 
ie indistinctness of the suffering breast; 
here thousand thoughts begin* to end in one, 
bicji seeks from all the refuge found in none; ' 

< words suffice the' secret soujAo show, 
r Truth denies" all eloquence to* Wo. 

Conrad's stricken soul exhaustion prest, 
id stupor almost lulled it into rest; 
feeble now^-his mother's softness* crept 

those wild eyes, which like an infant's wept: * 
vas the very weakness of his brain, 
hfch thus confessed without relieving* pain, 
me saw his trickliag tears — perchance, if seen, 
at useless flood of grief had never been; • 
r long they Qow'd — he dried them to depart, • 
helpless— hopeless — broken n ess of heart: 
e sun goes forth — but Conrad's day is dim; 
id the night cometh — ne'er to pass from him, 
ere is no darkness like the cloud of mind, 

Grief's vain eye — the'blindest of the blind! 
rich may not— dare not see— but turns aside 

blackest 'shade — nor will endure a guide! 



XXIII. 
i heart was form'd for softness — warp'd to wrong; 
tray'd too early, and beguiled tbo long; 
ch feeling pure — as falls the dropping dew 
thin the grot; like* that had harden'd too; 
ss clear, perchance, its earthly trials pass'd, 
t sunk, and c nil I'd, and petrified at last, 
t tempests wear, and lightning cleaves the rock; 
uch his heart, so shattered it the shock, 
ere grew one flower beneath \ta x\igfee&\Kow % - 
ough rfarlr the shade — it shelter^— a**e&>$\ 




68 THE CORSAfa Canto m. 

The thunder came— that bolt hath blasted both, 

The Granite's firmness, and the Lily's growth: 

The gentle plant hath left no leaf to tell • 

■Its tale, but shrunk and^rither'd where it Yell, 

And of its cold protector, blacken round 

But shiver'd fragments on^the barren ground! 

. XXIV. . 
'Tia morn— to venture on his lonely hour 
Few dare; though now Anselmo sought l^s tower. 
He was not there — nor seen along the shore ; 
Ere night, alarm/d, their isle is traversed o'er: 
Another morn— another bids them seek, 
And shout his name till echo waxetlrweak; 
Mount — grotto— cavern — valley search'd in vain, 
They find on shore a sea- boat's broken chain: 
Their .hope revives — they follow o'er the main. 
5 Tis idle all — moons roll on moons away, 
And Conrad comes no t — came not since that day: 
Nor trace, nor tidings of his doom declare 
Where lives his grief, or pcrisl/d his dispair! 
Long mourn'd his band whom none could mourn beside; 
And fair the monument they gave his bride : 
For him they raise not the recordipp: stone — 
His death yet dubious, deeds too widely known; 
He left a Corsair's name to other times, 
Liuk'd with one virtue," antf a thousand crimes.* 

• That the point of honour which isrepresented in one instance of Co* 
rad't character has not been carried beyond the hounds of probability, may 
perhaps be in some degree confirmed by the following- anecdote of a bro- 
ther buccaneer in the present year. 1814. 

Our readers have all seen the account of the enterprise against the pi- 
rates of Barrataria; but few, webelirve. were informed or the situation, his- 
tory, or nature of that establishment For the information of such as were 
unacquainted with it, we have procured from a friend the following inter- 
estiag- narrative of the main facts, of which he has personal knowledge, 
mad which cannot Ail to interest some of our reader*. , 

Wtrntarut is a bay, or a narrow arm of the goM ot Itouew. Vc to* 
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gh a rich but very flat country, until it reaches within a mile nf jhe 
itippi river, fifteen miles befuw the city of New (•rleuns. The bay nat 
dies almost innumerable, in which pct-sous can lie conw uled from the 
eat scrutiny. It communicates with three lakes \t Inch Ik mi tin- south- 
iide,and these, with the Jake of the same name, anil which lie* con- 
as to the sea, where tlu-re is un island torniei! b\ the two lyins of « his 
ind the sea. 'the east an. I west point oS 'this Uland wire tVtr'ifuHl 
; year 1811, by a band of pirates, under ihecomnmn ■ of un - Mwisii ur 
itte, A large inajoritvuf these out Iilmi an ofih:«t class ot th< |x>pti- 
i of the state of I.ouisiana who flew from the Maud of St. Dojniiigo 
g the troubles there and took refuge in the island of Cub.*.: mid when 
at war Between France ami -pain i-ommcncid. tnry wen* ctftuip'-lled 
ve thai island with the short not if of » few days. Wulioiit ivruiuo- 
ley entered the United States, tin- uiosi ofti.ein the State of LouUi- 
vith all the negroes they had po^ess.'d in Cuba. They were notified by 
tovemor of that state of the clausi in the constitution which forlmde 
nportntion of slaves; hut at the saint* time, received the assurance ot 
roveruor that he would obtain, if powhk-, the approbation of the gen- 
govcrnment for their retaining this propert) . 

e Island of Barrataria is situated about fat -:' deg. 15 uiin. long. *> f . 10, 
i a* remarkable for its health as tor tie superior scale und »Ik II fish 
which its waters abound. The chief of this iiorde, like diaries dc 
■e, had mixed with his many vices some virtues, in the year itfil. this 
■ had, from its turpitude and^Kildnes*. claimed the attention iif the f iov- 
• of Louisiana; and to break up the establishment, he rhought proper 
ikef at the head. He therefore oflerw/l a r -.» ard of S'CO uollais for i he 
of Monsieur La Fit to, who was well known to the uihabitaun of 
:it£ of New Orleans, from his immediate connection, and his once 
ig been a fencing master in that city of great refutation, which 
.- learnt m Buonaparte's army, where he was a Captain. The reward 
li was offered by the (Governor for the he-.id of '.<a Fiite was answered 
e offer of a reward from the latter of lr,C0O for tin head of the Gov- 
■. The Governor ordered out a comjiaiiy to march fr»i.» Uic city 
i Fitte's island, and to burn aud destroy all die prop. ii\. and to 
; to the city of New Orleans all his banditti. This company, under 
ominand of a man who had been toe intimate associate of this hold 
iin, approached very near to the fortified island, before he sa* a tuan, 
ard a sound, until he heard a whistle, not unlike a boatswain** oil.— 
i it was he found hi nself surround d by armed men who bud en:* iged 
the secret avenues which ted into Kay oil. Here it was that the eiod- 
L'harlesdc Moore developed his few noble truits; for to this man who 
ometo destroy his (rife* an*' all that was near to him. he not onl*, spired 
fe. but offered him that wliich would hu\e made* the nonet so'ulier 
for the remainder of Jiii da^s. wliich was i'ldiiriniiilv nfus-d. He 
, with the approbation of his captor returned to tlu cih. This cir- 
itaoce, and, some concomitant events, proved that this hand of pirates 
lotto be taken by laud. Our naval r nrce having ulwa>& been sr.iall 
at quarter, exertions for the tkstruction of this elicit tstnoli. anient 
I not be exptct«tl from j.hem until augmented; for an officer of the 
, with most of the gnu-boats on thaf, station, had .«.»{ retrearfrom an 
whelming force of '. a Ffcte's. So soon as the augmentation of (he na- 
ithorizll an attack. one^ was mude; the overthrow of this banditti has 
the result: and now this almost invulnerahl" point and key to New 
ans U ek-ar of an enemy, it is to* be hoped the government w ill hold it 
strong military force.— From an American Wacspaprr. 
Noble's continuation of Granger's Biographical Dictionary, there is a 
ular passage in his account of Archbishop II lack bourne, and as in soma 
Hire connected wi'h the profession ot the hero of \\\e fo^^viwv^ ^hsotl, 
unot resist tiie temptation of extractiii£ it. 

r//«W» wi/'efi/jtf mysterious in the Imto \ am\-cWT»c\tto*i\it.'W»^- 
e. The former » but imperfectly known*. a»A tev "**-^** ***■* 
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The thunder came— that bolt hath blasted both, 

The Granite's firmness, and the Lily's growth: 

The gentle plant hath left no leaf to tell ■ 

•Its tale, but shrunk and^rither'd where it Yell, 

And of its cold protector, blacken round . ' 

But shiver'd fragments cn\the barren ground! 

■ 

. XXIV. . 
'Tia morn— to venture on his lonely hour 
Few dare; though now Anselmo sought hjs tower. 
He was not there — nor seen along the shore; 
Ere night, alarm 'd, their isle is traversed o'er: 
Another morn — another bids them seek, 
And shout his name till echo waxetlrweak; 
Mount — grotto— cavern — valley searched in vain, 
They find on shore a sea- boat's broken chain: 
Their .hope revives — Ihey follow o'er the main. 
? Tis idle all — moons roll on moons away, 
And Conrad comes no t — came not since that day: 
Nor trace, nor tidings of his doom declare 
Where lives his grief, or pcrish'd his dispair! 
Long mourn'd his band whom none could mourn beside; 
And fair the monument they gave his bride : 
For him they raise not the recordip^ stone — 
His death yet dubious, deeds too widely known; 
He left a Corsair's name to other times, 
Link'd with one virtue," antj" a thousand crimes.* 

• That the point of honour which u represented in one instance of Con- 
rad's character has not been carried beyond the bounds of probability, mar 
perhaps be in some degree confirmed by the following anecdote of a bro- 
ther buccaneer in the present year. 1814. 

Oar readers have all seen the account of the enterprise against the pi- 
rates of Barrataria; but few, webelirve. were informed or the situation, his- 
tory, or nature of that establishment For the information of such as were 
unacquainted with it, we have procured from a friend the following inter- 
esting narrative of the main facts, of which he has personal knowledge, 
mad which cannot mil Co interest some of our readers. , 

MamtariM is a bay, or a narrow arm of the galf of Mexico: it runs 
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aigha rich but very flat country, until it n aches tithina mile or the 
sissippi river, fifteen miles neluw the city of New (irleung. The 1m y has 
iches almost innumerable, in which pe»soiis can lie conci uliil from the 
test scrutiny, It communicates witli three- l.iki-H which Ii« mi tin- south- 
t side, and these, with the Jake of the sunn- iiaint , and which lit s eon- 
ons to the sea, where there is an island formed h\ the two a/m* «f iliii 
■ami the* a. The east ait. I west point u! this Mand were fori lied 
lie year 1811, by a baud of pirates, uiidt-nhecomuian . uf <>u • Mousii ur 
Hiite. A large majorit v uf tin se osi'btws an of th:«t cldsso' tin |>opu- 
mof the state uf Louisiana who He*. *iom the Hand uf St. Domingo 
ng the troubles there and took n luge In the Ulaudof Cuo.-; mid when 
last war between France and -pain comim-nct d. iu« y wen c»mp* Ihd 
rave thai island uith the th'.ri hoiic- uf a few dais. Without cervmo- 
they entered the United States, the most of mh-iii the Sta'v uf Lot.iki- 
.wi'halhhe negrotsthey hadpw-se-ssediiuulM. They were notified by 
(ioseruor of that state of the claUM in tin- constitution which for'.ude 
importation of slaves; hut at the sanu* time. received tin assurance ot 
Governor (hat he would obtain, if possible, tin- approbation uf the ^en- 
. govt niment for their retaining this niupertj . 

he Island of Bona tana is situated about iut .' ilt-g. 15 uiin. long, "»^ TO, 
is a* remarkable lor its health us lor tie sunerior scale anil >!•«. II tish 
i which its waters abound. The chief ot Ma* iionl>-« like Charles Je 
are, hail mixed with his many vicis »onn- »irtui-s. In the year iSi t. this 
ty had, from its turpitude ana hnldne»s. claim* dihi attention of the i.ov- 
o'r of Louisiana; and to break up the establishment, he t<:oiu;lit proper 
rrikc at the head. He therefore otfere/l a t- ■■.» ard of 5v0 doll.iis lot the 
(i of Monsieur La Fine, who was will known to the inhkhitants of 

citv of New Orleans, from his immediate con. action, ami hit once 
ing been a fencing master in that citv of great reputation, which 
he learnt in Buonaparte's army, where he was a <'ap:ain. The reward 
cb was offered by the Governor for the hc*.:d of '.a Fiitc was answi red 
he otter or a reward from the latter of 1 .y>00 tor th< head of tin' Gov- 
ir. The Governor ordered out a comiKtny to march frn.i the city 
La Fitie's island, and to burn a;ul destroy all tin- prop. n\. and to 
ig to the city of New Orleans all his banditti. This company, under 
comiuand of a man who had lieeii the intimate associate of • his liokl 
ituin. approached very near to the fortified island, bt fon- h.- »aw a ii.mii, 
ieard a sound, until he heard a whistle*, not unlike a boatswain** c.il.— 

n it '.vat he found hi uself surround d hv armed men who had i-n:-- igeil 
n the secret avenue* which VJ into Ha>oii. Hi-re it vas that th<- ■ .od- 

v'harh sde Moore developed his !'• w noble traits; for to this map who 

come.to dt stroy his Kfeau'all that was '.ear to him. hi: not onij suited 
life, but offered him that which would base made the hum st .oilier 
r for the re*uainder of Vis dajs. which was i'ldtruuith nlis-d. He 
ii, with the approbation of his captor r« turiud to tin tit}, i'his eir- 
istance. and some concomitant events, proved that ties ImimJ of pi>ate« 

not to be taken by land. Our nasal 'ore hat'i.og alwast U-i n si..h11 
liat quarter. exertions for tb» destruction of this elicit i»iu.»li .iment 
Id nut be exptcteti from J hem until augmented; for an officer uf the 
y. with most of the guu-uoats on tha( staYion. hod .<•{ retreurlroni an 
rw helming force of ; a File's. So soon as the augmentation ot the na- 
iuthori/4si an attntk.one^ was made; the >v..rthrow of this banditti has 
n the result', and now thi> almost invulr.eiahl" point mid key io New 
cans is clear of an enemy, it is to* be hoped the government will hold it 
a strong military force.— Frwn (in Aiurvicnn Xnvsfjafitr. 
n Noble's coin iu'uat ion of Grangi r's Uiogi-aphical Olctionarj', there is a 
^ilar passage in his account of Archbishop IS'ackhourue.aiut as insuine 
usure connected wi'h tin profession o? the hero of the fore^ouvf; sjmktsl^ 
auiiot resist the temptation of extradite it. 

There is WHwet ingmysterious in the hislo \ unAcWtVixeT«S'ViT.V&r" 
rnv. The former h but impcrfecUy kivowu; tuasi tev^xxXva* 
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asserted he *** * bndcaneertand that one of his brethren in that profession 
having asked on his arrival in England, what hail become of hi* old chum, 
Blackboumc, wasanswered, he is archbishop of York. We are informed, 
thai Ulackbourne was installed sub-dean of hxeter, in 1M4, which office he 
resigned in 170-:; but after his successor, Lewis Barnet's death, in 1704. he 
regaii ell it. * In the following year be became dean; and. in 17 '4, held with 
it the arehdeanery of Cornwall. He was consecraU-d bishop of Exeter. 
February 34, 1710; and translated to York, November *8, 17*4, as a reward 
according to court •vandal, for uniting George I. to the Duchess of >fun- 
tter. This, however, appears to have been an unfounded calumny. As 
archbishop he behaved with great prudence, and was equally .re-ptctable 
as the guardian of the revenues of the see. Rumour whispered he retain- 
ed the vices of his youth, and that a passion for the fair s* x formed an item 
in the list of his weaknesses; but so far from being convicted by se\enty 
witnesses, he does not appear to have been directly criminated b) one.— 
In short, I look upon these aspersions as the effects of uu-re malice. How 
is ii possible a buceanrer should have been so good a scholar as Black- 
bourne certainly was? he who had so perfect a knowledge of ihe elastics, 
(parsicularly of the Greek tragedians,; as to be able to read them with the 
saitK- catc at he could Shakespeare, roust have taken great pains to ac- 
quire the learned languages; and have had both ItUure and good musters. 
But he was undoubtedly educated at Christ-church Colelge, Oxford. He 
Is allowed to have been a pleasant man: this, however, was turned against 
him 1 lfy its being said * He gained more hearts than souls.' '* 

."The only voice tliat could soothe the passions of the savage (Alphonso 
3d) was that of an amiable and virtuous wife, the sole object of his love; 
the voice of Donna Isabella, the daughter of the Duke of Savoy, and the 
grand-* laughter of Philip *d, King of Spain.— Her dying words «unk deep 
into his memory; his fierce snjrit melted into tears; and after, the last em- 
brace, Alphonso retired into his chamber to bewail his irreparable loss, and 
to meditate on the vanity of human ]]&."— MUceUaneout Work* •/' Gibbon 
Vew Edition, tvo, voU S,page 473. 
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III. 

Aqd Lara left in youth his father's land ; 
But from the hour he waved his parting hand 
Each tra*ce waxM fainter of* is course, till "all 
Had nearly ceased bis memory to recall, 
His sire was dust, bis vassals could declare, 
'Twas all they knew, that Lara was not there; 
Nor sent, nor came he, Jill conjecture grew 
Cold in the many, anxious in the few. 
His hall scarce echoes with his wonted name, 
His portrait darkens in its fading frame, 
Another chief consoled his destined bride, 
The young forgot him, and the old had died ; 
" Yet doth he live!" exclaims the impatient heir, 
And sighs for sables which he must not wear. 
A hundred scutcheons deck with gloomy grace 
The Laras' last and longest dwelling place; 
But one is absent from the mouldering file, 
That now were welcome in that Gothic pile. 

IV. • 

He comes at last in sudden loneliness,- . • * 

And whence they know not, why they need not guess; 
They more might marvel, when the greeting's o'er, 
Not that he came, but came not long before : 
No train is his beyond a single page, 
Of foreign aspect, and of tender age. 
Years had rollM on, and fast They speed away 
To those that wander as to those that stay; 
But lack of tidings from another clime 
Had lent a flagging wing to weary Time. 
They see, they recognise, yet almost deem 
The present dubious, .or the past a dream. 
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He lives, nor yet is past his manhood's prime, 
Though sear'd by toil, and something- touch'd by time; 
His faults, whate'er they were, if scarce forgot) 
Might be untaught him by his Varied lot; 
Nor good nor ill of late were known, his name 
Might yet uphold his patrimonial fame: 
His soul in youth was haughty, but his sins 
No more than pleasure from the stripling wins. 
And such, if not yet hardened in their course, 
Might be redeem'd, nor ask a long remorse. 

V. 
And they indeed were chang'd — 'tis quickly seen 
Whate'er he be, 'twas not whafrhe had been: 
That brow in furrow'd lines had iix'd at last, 
And spake of passions, but of passions past: 
The pride, but not the fire, of early days, 
Coldness of mien, and carelessness of praise; 
A high demeanour, and a glance that took 
Their thoughts from others by a single look; 
And that sarcastic levity of tongue, 
The stinging of a heart the world bath stung, 
That darts in seeming playfulness around, 
And makes those feel that will not own the wound; 
All these seem'd his, and something more beneath, 
Than glance could well reveal, or accent breathe. 
Ambition, glory, love, the common aim, 
That some can conquer, and that all would claim, 
Within his breast appear'd do more to strive, 
Yet seem'd as lately they had been alive; 
And some deep feeling it were vain to trace 
At moments lighten'd o'er his livid face. 
vol. «.— M 
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VI. 
Not much be loved long question of the past, 
Nor told of wondrous wilds, and deserts vast, 
In those far lands where he had wonder'd lone, 
And— as himself would have it seem-— unknown: 
Yet these in vain his eye could scarcely scan, 
Nor glean experience from his fellow man; 
But what he had beheld he shunn'd to show, 
As hardly worth a stranger's care to know; ' 
If still more prying such inquiry grew, 
His brow fell darker, and his words more few. 

VII. 
Not unrejoiced to see him once again, 
Warm was his welcome to the haunts of men; 
Born of high lineage, link'd in high command, 
He mingled with the Magnates of bis land; 
Join'd the carousals of the great and gay, 
And saw them smile or sigh their hours away; 
But still he only saw, and did not share 
The common pleasure or the general care; 
He did not follow what they all pursued 
With hope still baffled still to be renew'd; 
Nor shadowy honour, nor substantial gain, 
Nor beauty's preference, and the rival's pain: 
Around him some mysterious circle thrown 
Bepell'd approach, and show'd him still alone; 
Upon his eye sate something of reproof, 
That kept at least frivolity aloof; 
And things more timid that beheld him near, 
In silence gazed, or whisper'd mutual fear; 
And they the wiser, friendlier few confest 
Tbey deem'd him better than his air exprest. 



Canto I. LAKA. ;5 

VIII. 

'Twas strange— in youth all action and all life, 

Burning- for pleasure, not averse from strife; 

Woman— the field— the ocean— all that gave 

Promise of gladness, peril of a grave, 

In turn he tried — he ransack'd all below, 

And found his recompense in joy or wo, 

No tame, trite medium} for his feelings sought 

In that intenseness an escape from thought: 

The tempest of his heart in scorn had gazed 

On that the feebler elements hath raised; 

The rapture of his heart had look'd on high, 

And ask'd if greater dwelt beyond the sky: 

Chain'd to excess, the slave of each extreme, * 

How woke he from the wildness of that dream? 

Alas! he told not— -but he did awake 

To curse the wither'd heart that would not brake. 

IX. 

Books, for his volume heretofore was Man, £ 

With eye more curious he appear'd to scan, ?AJ ^ ' - 

And oft, in sudden mood, for many a day -ffr '"< 

From all communion he would start away : *^ T ^ 

And then, his rarely call'd attendants said, 

Through night's long boors would sound his hurried tread 

O'er the dark gallery, where his fathers frown'd 

In rude but antique portraiture around: 

They heard, but whisper'd — " that must not be known— 

44 The sound of words less earthly than his own. 

" Yes, they who chose might smile, but some had seen, 

" They scarce knew what, but more than should have 

been. 
" Why gazed be so upon the ghastly head 
-* Which hinds profane had gather 1 & from ^* &«*&•> ^ 



76 LARA. Canto I. 

« That still beside his open'd volume lay, 

" As if to startle, all save him away? 

" Why slept he not when others were at rest? 

"Why heard do music, and received no guest? 

" All was not well they deem'd — but where the wrong? 

" Some knew perchance— but 'twere a tale too long; 

" And such besides were too discreetly wise, 

" To more than hint their knowledge in surmise; 

" But if they would — they could"— around the board, 

Thus Lara's vassals prattled of their lord. 

X- 

It was the night— and Lara's glassy stream 

The stars are studding, each with imaged beam: 

So calm, the waters scarcely seem to stray, 

And yet they glide like happiness away; 

Reflecting far and fairy-like from high 

The immortal lights that live along the sky: 

Its banks are fringed with many a goodly tree; 

And flowers the fairest that may feast the bee; 

Such in her chapel infant Dian wove, 

And innocence would offer to her love. 

These deck the shore- the waves their channel make 

In windings bright and mazy like the snake. 

All was so still, so soft in earth and air, 

You scarce would start to meet a spirit there; 

Secure that nought of evil could delight 

To walk in such a scene, on such a night! 

It was a moment only for the good: 

So Lara deem'd, nor longer there he stood, 

But turn'd in silence to his castle-gate; 

Such scene his soul no more could contemplate: 

Such scene reminded him of other days, 

Of skies more cloudless, moons of purer blaze, 
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bts more soft and frequent, hearts that now— 
o— the storm may beat upon his brow, 
—unsparing— but a night like this, 
t of beauty, mock'd such breast as his. 

XI. 
n'd within his solitary hall, 
i high shadow shot along the wall; 
were the painted forms of other times, 
ill they left of virtues or of crimes, 
igue tradition; and the gloomy vaults 
d their dust, their foibles, and their faults; 
If a column of the pompous page, 
>eeds the specious tale from age to age; 
history's pen its praise or blame supplies, 
s like (ruth, and still most truly lies, 
idering mused, and as the moonbeam shone 
h the dim lattice o'er the floor of stone, 
i high fretted roof, and saints, that there 
>thic windows knelt in pictured prayer, 
3d in fantastic figures grew, 
e, but not like mortal life, to view; 
itling locks of sable, brow of gloom, 
wide waving of his shaking plume, 
1 like a spectre's attributes, and gave 
jet all that terror gives the grave. 

XII. 
lidnight — all was slumber; the lone light 
in the lamp, as loth to break the night, 
lere be murmurs beard in Lara's hall — 
— a voice — a shriek— a fearful call! 
loud shriek — and silence— did they hear 
ntic echo burst the sleeping evft 

h2 
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They beard and rose, and tremulously brave 
Rush where the sound invoked their aid to save; 
They come with half-lit tapers in their hands, 
And snatch'd in startled haste unbelted brands. 



XIII. 
Cold as the marble where his length was laid, 
Pale as the beam that o'er his features play'd, 
Was Lara stretch'd: his half drawn sabre near, 
Dropp'd it bhould seem in more than nature's fear; 
Yet he was firm, or had been firm till now, ■ 
And still defiance knit his gather'd brow; 
Though mix'd with terror, senseless as he lay, 
There liv'd upon his lip the wish to slay; 
Some half form'd threat in utterance there had died, 

• 

Some imprecation of despairing pride, 

His eye was almost seal'd, but not forsook, • 

Even in its trance the gladiator's look, 

That oft awake his aspect could disclose, 

And now was fix'd in horrible repose. 

They raise him — bear him; — hush! be breathes, he speaks, 

The swarthy blush reoolours in his cheeks, 

His lip resumes its red, his eye, though dim, 

Rolls wide and wild, each slowly quivering limb 

Recalls its function, but bis words are strung 

In terms that seem not of bis native tongue; 

Distinct but strange, enough they understand 

To deem them accents of another land, 

And such they were, and meant to meet an ear 

That hears him not— alas! that cannot hear! 

XIV. 
His page approaoh'd, and he alone appeared 
To know the import of the words they heard* 



Canto I. LARA. ~q 

And, by the changes of bis cheek and brow, 

They "were not snch as Lara should avow, 

Nor he interpret, yet with less surprise 

Than those around their chieftain's state he eyes, 

But Lara's prostrate form he bent beside, 

And in that tongue, which seem'd his own, replied, 

And Lara heeds those tones that gently seem 

To soothe away the horrors of his dream; 

If dream it were, that thus could overthrow 

A breast that needed not ideal wo. 

XV. 

WhateVr his phrensy dream'd or eye beheld, 
If yet remember'd ne'er to be reveal'd, 
Rests at his heart: the custom'd morning came, 
And breathed new vigour in his shaken frame; 
And solace sought be none from priest nor leech, 
And soon the same in movement and in speech 
As heretofore he fill'd the passing hours, 
Nor less he smiles, nor more his forehead lours 
Than these were wont; and if the coming night 
Appear'd less welcome now to Lara's sight, 
Fie to his marvelling vassals- show'd it not, 
Whose shuddering proved their fear was less forgot. 
In trembling pairs (alone they dared not) crawl 
The astonish'd slaves, and shun the fated hall; 
The waving banner, and the clapping door. 
The rustling tapestry, and the echoing floor; 
The long dim shadows of surrounding trees, 
The flapping bat, the night song of the breeze; 
Aught they behold or hear their thought appals. 
As evening saddens o'er the dark gray walls. 
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XVI. 
Vain thought! that hoar of ne'er unravell'd gloom 
Came not again, or Lara could assume 
A seeming of fbrgetfulness, that made 
His vassals more amazed nor less afraid- 
Had memory vanish'd then with sense restored? 
Since word, nor look, nor gesture of their lord 
Betray'd a feeling that recall'd to these 
That fever'd moment of his mind's disease. 
Was it a dream? was his the voice that spoke 
Those strange wild accents; bis the cry that broke 
Their slumber? his the oppress'd o'er laboured heart 
That ceased to beat, the look that made them start? 
Could he who thus had suffered, so forget, 
When such* as saw that suffering shudder yet? 
Or did that silence prove his memory fix'd 
Too deep for words, indelible, unmix'd 
In that corroding secrecy which gnaws 
The heart to show the effect, but not the cause? 
Not so in him ; his breast had buried both, 
Nor common gazers could discern the growth • 
Of thoughts that mortal lips must leave half told; 
They choke the feeble words that would unfold. 

XVII. 

In him inexplicably mix'd appear'd f 
* Much to be loved and hated, sought and fear'd; 
Opinion varying o'er bis hidden lot, 
In praise or railing ne'er his name forgot; 
His silence form'd a theme for others' prate — 
They guess'd, they gazed, they fain would know his fate, 
What had he been? what was he thus, unknown, 
Who walk'd their world, his lineage only known? 
A hater of his kind? yet some would say, 
With them he could seem gay amidst the 3*3 *, 
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But own'd, that §mile if oft observed and near, 

Waned in its mirth and wither'd to a sneer; 

That smile might reach his lip, but pass'd not by, 

None e'er could trace its laughter to his eye: 

Yet there was softness too in his regard, 

At times, a heart as not by nature hard, 

But once perceived, his spirit seem'd to chide 

Such weakness, as unworthy of its pride, 

And steel 'd itself, as scorning to redeem 

One doubt from others half withheld esteem; 

In self-inflicted penance of a breast 

Which tenderness might once have wrung from refit 

In vigilance of grief that would compel 

The soul to hate for having loved too well. 

XVIIL 
There was in him a vital scorn of all, 
As if the worst had fall'n which could befall: 
He stood a stranger in this breathing world, 
An erring spirit from another hurl'd; 
A thing of dark imaginings, that shaped 
By choice the perils he by chance escaped; 
Bat 'scaped in vain, for in their memory yet 
His mind would half exult and half regret: 
With more capacity for love than earth 
Bestows on most of mortal mould and birth, 
His early dreams of good outstripped the truth, 
And troubled manhood ibllow'd named youth; 
With thought of years in phantom chase mispent, 
And wasted powers for better purpose lent; 
And fiery passions that had ppur'd their wrath 
In hurried desolation o'er his path, 
And left the better feelings all at strife 
In wild reflection o'er bis stormy life*, " 
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But haughty still, and loth himself to blame, 

He call'd on Nature's self to share the shame, 

And charged all faults upon the fleshly form 

She gave to clog the soul, and feast the worm; 

Till he at last confounded good and ill, 

And half mistook for fate the acts of will : 

Too high for common selfishness, he could 

At times resign his own for others' good, 

But not in pity, not because he ought, 

But in some strange perversity of thought, 

That sway'd him onward with a secret pride 

To do what few or none would do beside; 

And this same impulse would, in tempting time, 

Mislead his spirit equally to crime; 

So much he soar'd beyond, or sunk beneath 

The men with whom he felt condaran'd to breathe, 

And long'd by good or ill to separate 

Himself from all who shared his mortal state; 

His mind abhorring this had fix'd her throne 

Far from the world, in regions of her own : 

Thus coldly passing all that pass'd below. 

His blood in temperate seeming now would flow: 

Ah! happier if it ne'er with guilt had glow'd, 

But ever in that icy smoothness flow'd! 

'Tis true, with other men their path he walkid, 

And like the rest in seeming did and talk'd, 

Nor outraged Reason's rules by flaw nor start, 

His madness was not of the head but heart; 

And rarely wandered in his speech, or drew 

His thoughts so forth as to offend the view. 

XIX. 

With all that chilling mystery of mien, 
And seeming gladness to remain unseen; 



Canto I. . LARA. 8 

He bad (if 'twere not nature's boon) an art 
Of fixing memory on another's heart: 
It was not love perchance— nor hate — nor aught 
That words can image to express the thought; 
But they who saw him did not see in vain, 
And once beheld, would ask of him again: 
And those to whom he spake remember'd well, 
And on the words, however light, would dwell: 
None knew, nor how, nor why, but he entwined 
Himself perforce around the hearer's mind; 
There he was stamp'd in liking, or in hate, 
If greeted once; however brief the date 
That friendship, pity, or aversion knew, 
Still there within tne inmost thought he grew. 
You could not penetrate his soul, but found, 
Despite your wonder, to your own he wound; 
His presence haunted still; and from the breast 
He forced an all unwilling interest: 
Vain was the struggle in that mental net,* 
His spirit seem'd to dare you to forget! * 

XX. 

There is a festival, where knights and dames, 
And aught that wealth or lolly lineage claims 
Appear-— a highborn and a welcome guest 
To Otho's hall came Lara with the rest. 
The long carousel shakes the illumined hall, 
Well speeds alike the banquet and the ball; 
And the gay dance of bounding Beauty's train 
Links grace and harmony in happiest chain : 
Blest are the early hearts and gentle hands 
That mingle there in well according bands; 
It is a sight the careful brow might smooth, 
And make Age smile, and dream tasAt to i*^ 
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And Youth forget such hour was past on earth, 
So springs the exulting bosom to that mirth! 

XXI. 
And Lara gazed on these, sedately glad, 
His brow belied him if his soul was sad; 
And his glance follow'd fast each fluttering fair, 
Whose steps of lightness woke no echo there: 
He lean'd against the lofty pillar nigh, 
With folded arms and long attentive eye, 
Nor mark'd a glance so sternly fix'd on his — 
111 brook'd high Lara scrutiny like this: 
At length be caught it, 'tis a face unjtnown, 
Rut seems as searching bis, and his alone; 
Prying and dark, a stranger's by his mien, 
Who still till now had gazed on him unseen; 
At length encountering meets the mutual gaze 
Of keen inquiry, and of mute amaze; 
On Lara's glaqpe emotion gathering grew, 
As if distrusting that the stranger threw; 
Along the stranger's aspect fix'd and stern, 
Flash'd more than thence the vulgar eye could learn, 

XXII. 
" 'Tis he!" the stranger cried, and those that heard 
Re-echoed fast and far the whisperM word. 
" 'Tis he!"—" 'Tis who?" they question far and near, 
Till louder accents rung on Lara's ear; 
So widely spread, few bosoms well could brook 
The general marvel, or that single look; 
But Lara stirr'd not, changed not, the surprise 
That sprung at first to his arrested eyes 
Seem'd now subsided, neither sunk nor raised 
GJaaced his eye round, though stilUhe. stranger gazed; 
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And drawing nigh, exclaim'd, with haughty sneer, 

t< 'Tis be!— how came he thence?— what doth he here?" 

XXIII. 
It were too much for Lara to pass by 
Such question, so repeated fierce and high ; 
With look collected, but with accent cold, 
More mildly firm than petulantly bold, 
He turn'd, and met the inquisitorial tone — 
" My name is Lara! — when thine own is known, 
Doubt not my fitting answer to requite 
The unlook'd for courtesy of such a knight. 
Tis Lara! — further wouldst thou mark or ask' 
I shun no question, and 1 wear no mask." 

" Thou shun'st no question! — Ponder— is there none 
Thy heart must answer, though thine ear would shun? 
And deem'st tbou me unknown too? Gaze again! 
At least thy memory was not given in vain. 
Oh! never canst thou cancel half her debt, 
Eternity forbids thee to forget" 
With slow and searching glance upon his face 
Grew Lara's eyes, but nothing there could trace 
They knew, or chose to know — with dubious look 
He deign'd no answer, but his head he shook, 
And half contemptuous turn'd to pass away; 
But the stern stranger motion'd him to stay. 
" A word! — I charge thee stay, and answer here 
To one, who, wert thou noble, were thy peer. 
But as thou wast and art — nay, frown not, Lord, 
If false, 'tis easy to disprove the word — 
But, as thou wast and art, on thee looks down, 
Distrusts thy smiles, but shakes not at thy frown, 

Art thon not he? whose deeds " 

vol. u.— i 
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« Whate'er I be. 
Words wild as these, accuser* like to thee 
J list do farther; those with whom they weigh 
May bear the rest, nor venture to gainsay 
The wondrous tale no doubt thy tongue can tell, 
Which thus begins so courteously and well. 
Let Otho cherish here his polish'd guest, 
To him my thanks and thoughts shall be exprest." 
And here their wondering host hath interposed-— 
* * Whate'er there be between yon undisclosed, 
This is no time nor fitting place to mar 
The mirthful meeting with a wordy war. 
If thou, Sir Ezzelin, hast ought to show 
Which it befits Count Lara's ear to know, 
To-morrow, here, or elsewhere, as may best 
Beseem your mutual judgment, speak the rest; 
I pledge myself for thee, as not unknown, 
Though like Count Lara now return'd alone 
From other lands, almost a stranger grown; 
And if from Lara's blood and gentle birth 
I augur right of courage and of worth, 
He will not that untainted line belie, 
Nor aught that knighthood may accord, deny." 

*' To-morrow be it," Ezzelin replied, 

And here our several worth and truth he tried; 

I gage my life, my falchion to attest 

My words, so may I mingle with the blest!" 

What answers Lara? to its centre shrunk 

His soul, in deep abstraction sudden sunk; 

The words of many, and the eyes of all 

That there were gathered, seemM on him to fall; 

But his were silent, his appear'd to stray 

la fur /ojyetfulness away—away— 
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Alas! that heedlessness of all arouDd 
Bespoke remembrance only too profound. 

XXIV. 
" To-morrow!— ay, to-morrow! " farther word 
Than those repeated none from Lara heard ; 
Upon his brow no outward passion spoke, 
From his targe eye no flashing; anger broke; 
Yet there was something fixed in that low tone, 
Which show'd resolve, determined, though unknown. 
He seized his cloak — his head he slightly bow'd, 
And passing Ezzelin, he left the crowd; 
And, as he pass'd him, smiling met the frown 
With which that chieftain's brow would bear him down: 
It was nor smile of mirth, nor struggling pride 
That curbs to scorn the wrath it cannot hide; 
But that of one in his own heart secure 
Of all that he would do, or could endure. 
Could this mean peace? the calmness of the good? 
Or guilt grown old in desperate hardihood? 
Alas! too like in confidence are each, 
For man to trust to mortal look or speech; 
From deeds, and deeds alone, may he discern 
Truths which it wrings the unpractised heart to learn. 

XXV. 
And Lara call'd his page, and went his way- 
Well could that stripling word or sign obey: 
His only follower from those climes afar, 
Where the soul glows beneath a brighter star; 
For Lara left the shore from whence he sprung, 
In duty patient, and sedate though young; 
Silent as him he served, his faith appears 
Above his station, and beyond his ^eaxa. 
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Though not unknown the tongue of Lara's land, 
In such from him he rarely heard command ; 
But fleet his'step, and clear his tones would come, 
When Lara's lip breath'd forth the words of home: 
Those accents as his native mountains dear, 
Awake their absent echoes in his ear, 
Friends', kindreds', parents', wonted voice recall, 
Now lost, abjured, for one—his friend, his all: 
For him earth now disclosed no other guide; 
What marvel then he rarely left his side? 

XXVI. 

Light was his form, and darkly delicate 

That brow whereon his native sun had sate, 

But had not marr'd, though in his beams be grew, 

The cheek where oft the unbidden blush shone through; 

Yet not such blush as mounts when health would show 

All the heart's hue in that delighted glow; 

But 'twas a hectic tint of secret care 

That for a burning moment fever'd there; 

And the wild sparkle of his eye seem'd caught 

From high, and lighten'd with electric thought, 

Though its black orb those long low lashes fringe, 

Had temper'd with a melancholy tinge; 

Yet less of sorrow than of pride was there, 

Or if 'twere grief, a grief that none should share : 

And pleased not him the sports that please bis age, 

The tricks of youth, the frolics of the page; 

For hours on Lara he would fix his glance, 

As all-forgotten in that watchful trance; 

And from his chief withdrawn he wander'd lone, 

Brief were his answers, and his questions none; 

His walk the wood, his sport some foreign book; 

His resting-place the bank that ourbs the brook: 
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Be seemM, like him he served,' to live apart 
From all that lores the eye, and fills the heart; 
To know no brotherhood, # and take from earth 
No gift beyond that bitter boon— our birth. 

xxvn. 

If aught he loved, 'twas Lara; bnt was shown 
His faith in reverence and in deeds alone; 
In mute attention; and his care, which guess'd 
Each wish, fulfill'd it ere the tongue express'd. 
Still there was haughtiness in all he did, 
A spirit deep that brook'd not to be chid; 
His zeal, though more than that of servile hands, 
In act alone obeys, his air commands; 
As if 'twas Lara's less than Aw desire 
That thus he served, but surely not for hire. 

? light were the tasks enjoin'd him by his lord, 
o hold the stirrup, or to bear the sword; 
To tune his lute, or if he will'd it more, 
On tomes of other times and tongues to pore; 
But ne'er to mingle with the menial train, 
To whom he siow'd nor deference nor disdain, 
But that well-worn reserve which proved he knew 
No sympathy with that familiar crew: 
His soul, whate'er his station or his stem, 
Could bow to Lara, Apt descend to them. 
Of higher birth he seem'd, and better days. 
Nor mark of vulgar toil that hand betrays, 
.So femininely white it might bespeak 
Another sex, when match'd with that smooth cheek, 
But for his garb, and something in his gaze, 
More wild and high than woman'9 eye'betrays; 
A latent fierceness that far more became 
His fiery climate than his tender frame : 

\% 
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True, in his words it broke not from his breast, 
But from his aspect might be more than guess'd. 
Kaled his name, though rumour said he bore 
Another ere he left his mountain shore; 
For sometimes he would hear, howfever nigh, 
That name repeated loud without reply, 
As unfamiliar, or, if roused again, 
Start to the sound, as but remember'd then; 
Unless 'twas Lara's wonted voice that spake, 
For then, ear, eyes, and heart would all awake. 

XXVIII. 
He had look'd down upon the festive hall, 
And mark'd that sudden strife so mark'd of all ; 
And when the crowd around and near him told 
Their wonder at the calmness of the bold, 
Their marvel how the high-born Lara bore 
Such insult from a stranger, doubly sore, 
The colour of young Kaled went and came. 
The lip of ashes, and the cheek of flame ; 
And o'er his brow the dampening heart-drops threw 
The sickening iciness of that cold dew, 
That rises as the busy bosom sinks 
With heavy thoughts from which reflection shrinks. 
Yes— there be things that we must dream and dare, 
And execute ere thought be half sjjare: 
Whatever might Ealed's be, it was enow 
To seal his lip, but agonise his brow. 
He gazed on Ezzelin till Lara cast 
That sidelong smile upon the knight he past; 
When Kaled sawtbat smile his visage fell, 
As if on something recognized right well; 
His memory read in such a meaning more 
Than Lara's aspect unto others wore : 
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Forward be sprung— a moment, both were gqne, 
And all within that hall seem'd left alone; 
Each had so fix'd his eye on Lara's mien, 
All bad so mix'd their feelings with that scene, 
That when his long dark shadow through the porch 
Ho more relives the glare of yon high torch, 
Each pulse beats quicker, and all bosoms seem 
To bound as doubting from too black a* dream, 
Such as we know is false, yet dread in sooth, 
Because the worst is ever nearest truth. 
And they are gone— but Ezzelin is there, 
With thoughtful visage and imperious air; 
But long remain'd not; ere an hour expired 
He waved his hand to Otho, and retired. 

XXIX. 

The crowd are gone, the revellers at rest; 

The courteous host, and all-approving guest. 

Again to that accustom'd couch must creep 

Where joy subsides, and sorrow sighs to sleep, 

And man o'er-labbured with bis being's strife, * 

Shrinks to that sweet forgetfulness of life : 

There lie love's feverish hope, and cunning's guile, 

Hate's working brain, and lull'd ambition's wile; 

O'er each vain eye oblivion's pinions wave, 

And quench'd existence crouches in a grave. 

What better name may slumber's bed become? 

Night's sepulchre, the universal home, 

Where weakness, strength, vice, virtue, sunk supine, 

Alike in naked helplessness recline; 

Glad for awhile to heave unconscious breath, 

Tet wake to wrestle with the dread of death. 

And shun, though day but dawn on ills increast, 

That sleep, the loveliest, since it drama ta& \**&\.* 

BUD OF CAKTO l* 



LARA. 



CANTO II. 

I. 

Night wanes, the vapours round the mountains curl'd 
Melt into morn, and Light awakes the world. 
Man has another day to swell the past, 
And lead him near to little, but his last; 
But mighty Nature bounds as from her birth, 
The sun is in the heavens, and life on earth; 
Flowers in the valley, splendour in the beam, 
Health on the gale, and freshness in the stream. 
Immortal man! behold her glories shine, 
And cry, exulting inly, " they are thine!" 
Gaze 4b, while yet thy gladden'd eye may see; 
A morrow comes when they are not for thee: 
And grieve what may above thy senseless bier, 
Nor earth nor sky will yield a single tear; 
Nor cloud shall gather more, nor leaf shall fall, 
Nor gale breathe forth one sigh for thee, for all; 
But creeping things shall 1 revel in their spoil, 
And fit thy clay to fertilize the soil. 

XL 
'Tis morn— 'tis noon— assembled in the hall, 
The gatber'd chieftains come to Otho'scall; 
'Tis now the promis'd hour, that must proclaim 
The life or death of Lara's future fame; 
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When Ezzetio bis charge may bere unfold, 
And whatsoe'er the tale, it must be told. 
His faith was pledged, and Lara's promise given,, 
To meet it in the eye of roan and heaven. 
Why comes he not? Such truths to be divulged, 
Methinks the accuser's rest is long indulged. 

III. 
The hour is past, and Lara too is there, 
With self-confiding, coldly patient air; 
Why comes not Ezzelin? The hour is past, 
And murmurs rise, and Otho's brow's o'ercast 
" I know my friend! his faith I cannot fear, 
If yet he be on earth, expect him bere; 
The roof that held him in the valley stands 
Between my own and noble Lara's lands; 
My halls from such a guest had honour gain'd, 
Nor had Sir Ezzelin his host disdain'd, 
But that some previous proof forbade his stay, 
And urged him to prepare against to-day; 
The word 1 pledged for bis 1 pledge again, 
Or will myself redeem his knighthood's stain." 

He ceased— and Lara answer'd, " I am here 
To lend at thy demand a listening ear; 
To tales of evil from a stranger's tongue, 
Whose words already might my heart have wrungj 
, But that I deem'd him scarcely less than mad, 
Or, at the worst, a foe ignobly bad. 
I know him not— but me it seems he knew 
In lands where — but I must not trifle too: 
Produce this babbler— or redeem the pledge; 
Here in thy hold, and with thy falchion's edge/'' 
Proud Otho, on the instant, reddening, throw 
Wa glove on earth, and forth hit atAxte to* . -, 
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4< The last alternative befits me best, 
And thus I answer for mine-absent guest." 

With cheek unchanging from its sallow gloom, 
However near his own or other's tomb; 
With band, whose almost careless coolness spoke 
Its grasp well-used to deal the sabre-stroke; 
With eye, though calm, determined not to spare, 
Did Lara too bis willing weapon bare. 
In vain the circling chieftains round them closed. 
For Otho's phrenzy would not be opposed; 
And from his lip those words of insult fell— 
His sword is good who can maintain them well. 

IV. 

Short was the conflict; furious, blindly rash, 
Vain Otho gave his bosom to the gash : 
He bled, and fell; but not with deadly wound, 
Stretch'd by a dextrous sleight along the ground. 
<( Demand thy life!" He answerM not: and then 
From that red floor he ne'er had risen again, 
For Lara's brow upon the moment grew 
Almost to blackness in its demon hue; 
And fiercer shook his angry falchion now 
Than when his foe's was, levell'd at his brow; 
Then all was stern collectedness and art, 
Now rose the unleaven'd hatred of his heart; 
So little sparing to the foe he fell'd, 
That when the approaching crowd bis arm withheld, 
He almost turned the thirsty point on those, * 
Who thus for mercy dared to interpose; 
But to a moment's thought that purpose bent; 
Tet look'd he on him still with eye intent, 
As if he loath'd the ineffectual strife 
That left a foe, how'er o'thrown, wtiix \afe-, 
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As if to search how far the wound he gave 
Had sent Its victim onward to his grave. 

V. 
They raised the bleeding Otho, and the leech 
Forbade all present question, sign, and speech; 
The others met within a neighbouring hall, 
And he, incensed and heedless of them all, 
The cause and conqueror in this sudden fray, 
In haughty silence slowly strode away; 
He back'd his steed, his homeward path he took, 
Nor cast on Otho's towers a single look. 

VI. 

But where was het that meteor of a night, 
Who menaced but to disappear with lightl 
Where was this Ezzelin? who came and went 
To leave no other trace of his intent. 
He left the dome of Otho long ere morn, 
In darkness, yet so well the path was worn* 
He could not miss it* near his dwelling lay; 
But there he was not, and with coming day 
Came fast inquiry, which unfolded nonght 
Except the absence of the chief it sought. 
A chamber tenantless, a steed at rest, 
His host alarm'd, his murmuring squires dis treat: 
Their search extenlls along, around the path, 
In dread to meet the marks of prowlers' wrath: 
But none are there, and not a brake hath borne, 
Nor gout of blood, nor shred of mantle torn; 
Nor fall nor struggle hath defaced the grass, 
Which still retains a mark where murder was; 
Nor dabbling fingers left to teH the tale. 
The bitter print of each convulsive naaV, 
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When agonised hands that cease to guard, 
Wound in that pang the smothness of the sward. 
Some such had been, if here a life was reft, 
But these were dot; and doubting hope is left; 
And strange suspicion, whispering Lara's name, 
Now daily mutters o'er his blacken'd fame; 
Then sudden silent when his form appearM, 
Awaits the absence of the thing it fear'd, 
Again its wonted wondering to renew, 
And dye conjecture with a darker hue. 

VII. 
Days roll along, and Otho's wounds are heal'd, 
But not his pride; and hate no more conceal'd : 
He was a man of power, and Lara's £oe 9 
The friend of all who sought to work him wo, 
And from his country's justice now demands 
Account of Ezzelin at Lara's hands. 
Who else than Lara could have cause to fear 
His presence? who had made him disappear, 
If not the man on whom his menaced charge . 
Had sate too deeply were he left at large? 
The general rumour ignorantly loud, 
The mystery dearest to the curious crowd; 
The seeming friendlessness of him who strove 
To win no confidence, and wake no love; 
The sweeping fierceness which his soul betray'd, 
The skill with which he wielded his keen blade; 
Where had his arm unwarlike caught that art? 
Where had that fierceness grown upon his heart? 
For it was not the blind capricious rage 
A word can kindle and a word assuage; 
But the deep working of a soul unmix'd 
With aught of pity where iU wrath had fix'd;. 
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Such as long power and overgorged success 
Concentrates into all that's merciless: 
These, link'd with that desire which ever sways 
Mankind, the rather to condemn than praise, 
'Gainst Lara gathering raised at length a storm, 
Such as himself might fear, and foes would form, 
And he must answer for the absent head 
" Of one that haunts him still, alive or dead. 

VIII. 
Within that land was many a malcontent, 
Who cursed the tyranny to which he bent; 
That soil full many a wringing despot saw, 
Who worked his wantonness in form of law; 
Long war without and frequent broil within 
Had made a path for blood and giant sin, 
That waited but a signal to begin 
New havoc, such as civil discord blends, ~ 

Which knows no neuter, owns but foes or friends; 

»t'd in his feudal fortress each was lord, 
word and deed obeyed, in soul abhorr'd. 
Thus Lara had inherited his lands, 
And with them pining hearts and sluggish hands; 
But that long absence from his native clime 
Had left him stainless of oppression's crime, 
An4 now diverted by his milder sway, 
All dread by slow degrees had worn away ; 
The menials felt their usual awe alone, 
But more for him than them that fear was grown; 
Tbey deem'd him now unhappy, though at first 
Their evil judgment augur'd of the worst, 
And each long restless night, and silent mood, 
Was traced to sickness, fed by solitude : 
vol, u.— K 
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And though his lonely habits threw of late 
Gloom o'er his chamber, cheerful was his gate; 
For thence the wretched ne'er unsootbed withdrew, 
For them, at least, his soul compassion knew. 
Cold to the great, contemptuous to the high, 
The humble pass'd not his unheeding eye; 
Much he would speak net, but beneath his roof 
They found asylum oft, and ne'er reproof. 
And they who watch'd might mark that day by day, 
Some new retainers gather'd to his sway; 
But most of late, since Ezzelin was lost, 
He play'd the courteous lord and bounteous host: 
Perchance his strife with Otho made him dread 
Some snare prepared for his obnoxious head ; 
Whate'er his view, his favour more obtains 
With these, the people, than his fellow thanes. 
If this were policy, so far 'twas sound, 
'JJie million judged but of him as they found; 
From him by sterner chiefs to exile driven 
They but required a shelter, and 'twas given. 
By him no peasant mourn'd his rifled cot, 
And scarce the serf could murmur o'er his lot; 
With him old avarice found its hoard secure, 
With him contempt forbore to mock the poor; 
Youth present cheer and promised recompense 
Detain'd, till all too late to part from thence : 
To hate he offer'd, with the coming change, 
The deep reversion of delay 'd revenge; 
To love, long baffled by the unequal match, 
The well-worn charms success was sure to snatch. 
All now was ripe, he waits but to proclaim 
That slavery nothing which was still a name. 
The moment came, the hour when Otho thought 
Secure at last the vengeance which he sought : 
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Bunt forth, and made him all he once had been, 
And is again; he only changed the scene. 
Light care had be for life, and less for fame, 
But not less fitted for the desperate game : 
He deem'd himself mar k'd out for other's hate, 
And mock'd at ruin so they shared his fate. 
What cared he for the freedom of the crowd? 
He raised the humble but to bend the proud. 
He had hoped quiet in his sullen lair, . 
But man and destiny beset him there: 
Inured to hunters he was found at bay, 
And they must kill, they cannot snare the prey. 
Stern, unamhitious, silent he had been 
Henceforth a calm spectator of life's scene; 
But dragg'd again upon the arena, stood 
A leader oot unequal to the feud; 
In voice— mien— gesture — savage nature spoke, 
And from hfc eye the gladiator broke. 

X. 

What boots the oft-repeated tale of strife, 

The feast of vultures, and the waste of life? 

The varying fortune of each separate field, 

The fierce that vanquish, and the faint that yield? 

The smo'king ruin, and the crumbled wall? 

In this the struggle was the same with all; 

Save that distempered passions lent their force 

In bitterness that banish'd all remorse. 

None sued, for Mercy knew her cry was vain, 

The captive died. upon the battle-slain: 

In either cause, one rage alone possest 

The empire of the alternate victor's breast; 

And they that smote for freedom or for sway, 

Deem'd few were slain, while more remained to slay. 
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It was too late to check the wasting brand, 
And Desolation reap'd the famish'd land; 
The torch was lighted, and the flame was spread, 
And Carnage smiled upon her daily dead. 

XI. 

Fresh with the nerve the new-born impulse strong. 
The first success to Lara's numbers clung: 
But that vain victory hath ruin'd all, 
They form no longer to their leader's call; 
In blind confusion on the foe they press, 
And think to snatch is to secure success. 
The lust of booty, and the thirst of hate, 
Lure on the broken brigands to their fate; 
In vain be doth whate'er a chief may do, 
To check the headlong fury of that crew; 
In vain their stubborn ardour he would tame, 
The hand that kindles cannot quench the flame; 
The wary foe alone hath turn'd their mood, 
And shown their rashness to that erring brood : 
The feign'd retreat, the nightly ambuscade, 
The daily harass, and the fight delay 'd, 
The long privation of the hoped supply, 
The tentless rest beneath the humid sky, 
The stubborn wall that mocks the leaguer's art, 
And palls the patience of his baffled heart, 
Of these they had not deem'd : the battle-day 
They could encounter as a veteran may; 
But more preferr'd the fury of the strife, 
And present death to hourly suffering life: 
And famine wrings, and fever sweeps away 
His numbers melting fast from their array; 
Intemperate triumph fades to discontent, 
And Lara's soul alone seems stiNLxufoeivV. 

k2 
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Bat few remain to aid his voice and hand, 
And thousands dwindled to a scanty band: 
Desperate, though few. the last and best remain'd 
To mourn the discipline they late disdain'd* ' 

One hope survives, the frontier is not far, 
And thence they may escape from native war; 
And bear within them to the neighbouring state 
An exile's sorrows, or an outlaw's hate: 
Hard is the task their father land to quit, 
But harder still to perish or submit. 

XU. 

It is resolved— they march— consenting Night 
Guides with her star their dim and torchless flight; 
Already they perceive its tranquil beam 
Sleep on the surface of the barrier stream; 
Already they descry — Is yon the bank? 
Away! 'tis lined with many a hostile rank. 
Return or fly! — What glitters in the rear? 
'Tis Otho's banner— the -pursuer's spear! 
Are those the shepherds' fires upon the height? 
Alas! they blaze too widely for the flight: 
Cut off from hope, and compass'd in the toil, 
Less blood perchance bath bought a richer spoil! 

XIII. 
A moment's pause, 'tis but to breathe their band, 
Or shall they onward press, of here withstand? 
It matters little — if they charge the foes 
Who by the border-stream their march oppose, 
Some few, perchance, may break and pass the line, 
However link'd to baffle such design. 
" The charge be ours! to wait for their assault 
Were fate well worthy of a coward's halt," 
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^Forth flies each sabre, reined is every steed, 
And the next word shall scarce outstrip the deed: 
Id the next fone of Lara's gathering breath 
How many shall but hear the voice of death! 

XIV. 
His blade is bared, in him there is an air, 
As deep, but far too tranquil for despair; 
A something of indifference more than then 
Becomes the bravest, if they feel for men — 
He turn'd his eye on KaJed/ever near, 
And still too faithful to betray one fear; 
Perchance 'twas but the moon's dim twilight threw 
Along his aspect an unwonted hue 
Of mournful paleness, whose deep tint exprest 
The trmh, and not the terror of his breast. 
This Lara mark'd, and laid his hand on his: 
It trembled not in such an hour as this; 
His lip was silent, scarcely beat his heart, 
His eye alone proclaimed, " We will not part! 
Thy band may perish, or thy friends may dee, . 

Farewell to life, but not adieu to thee!" 

The word hath pass'd his lips, and onward driven, 
Pours the link'd band through ranks asunder riven; 
Well has each steed obey'd the armed heel, 
And flash the scimitars, and rings the steel; 
Outnumber'd not outbraved, they still oppose 
Despair to daring, and a front to foes; 
And blood is mingled wilh the dashing stream, 
Which runs all redly till the morning beam. 

XV. 

Commanding, aiding, animating aW, 

Where foe appear'd to press, or frieafc Xo fo&> 
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• 

Cheers Lara's voice, and waves 05 strikes his steel, 
Inspiring hope, himself had ceased to feel. 
None fled, for well they knew that flight were vain; 
But those that waver torn to smite again, 
While yet they find the firmest of the foe 
Recoil before their leader's look and blow : 
Now girt with numbers, now almost alone, 
He foils their ranks»TO reunites his own; 
Himself he spared not— once they seem'd to fly — 
Now was the time, he waved his hand on high, 
And shook— why sadden droops that plumed crest? 
The shaft is sped — the arrow's in his breast! 
That fatal gesture left the unguarded side, 
And Death hath stricken down yon arm of pride. 
The word of triumph fainted from his tongue; . 

That hand, so raised, how droopingly it hung! 
But yet the sword instinctively retains, 
Though from its fellow shrink the falling reins; 
These Kaled snatches: dizzy with the blow, 
And senseless bending o'er his saddle-bow, 
Pertfeives not Lara that his anxious page 
Beguiles his charger from the combat's rage : 
Meantime his followers charge, and charge again; 
Too mix'd the slayers now to heed the slain! 

XVI. 
Day glimmers on the dying and the dead, 
The cloven cuirass, and the helmless head; 
The war-horse masterless is on the earth, 
And that last gasp hath burst his bloody girth; 
And near yet quivering with what life remain'd, 
The heel that urged him and the hand that rein'd; 
And some too near that rolling torrent lie, 
Whose waters mock the lip of those that die ; 
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panting thirst which scorches in the breath 
jse that die the soldier's fiery death, 
u impels the burning mouth to crave 
rop— tie last— to cool it for (Hi grave; 
feeble and convulsive effort swept, 
limbs along the crimson'd turf have crept; 
lint remains of life such struggles waste, 
3t they reach the stream, and bend to taste: 
feel its freshness, and almost partake— 
pause? No further thirst have they to slake-~ 
iquench'd, and yet they feel it not; 
i an agony— but now forgot' 

tvn. 

tth a lime, remoter from the scene, 
e but for him that strife had never been, 
athiug bat devoted warrior lay : 
Lara bleeding fast from life away. 
Ilowor once, and now his only guide, 
s Kaled watchful o'er bis welling side, 
rith his scarf would staunch the tides that rush, 
each convulsion, in a blacker gush; 
leo, as bis faint breathing waxes low, 
))er, not less fatal tricklings flow : 
arce can speak, but motions him 'tis vain, 
lerely adds another throb to pain, 
itips the hand that pang which would assuage, 
adly smiles bis thanks to that dark page 
lothing fears, nor feels, nor heeds, nor sees, 
bat damp brow which rests upon his knees; 
hat pale aspect, where the eye, though dim, 
all the light that shone on earth for bun. 



106 LARA. Ctnto II. 

XVIIL 
The foe arrives, who long had searched the field, 
Their triumph nought till Lara too should yield; 
They would remove Win, but they see 'twerevvain, 
And he regards them with a calm disdain, 
That rose to reconcile him with his fate, 
And that escape todfathfrom living hate: 
And Otho comes, and leaping from his steed, 
Looks on the bleeding foe that made him bleed, 
And questions of his state; he answers not, 
Scarce glances on him as on one forgot, 
And turns to Kalcd : — each remaining word, 
They understood not, if distincUy heard ; 
His dying tones are in that other tongue, 
To which some strange remembrance wildly clung. 
They spake of other scenes, but what— is known. 
To Kaled, whom their meaning reach'd alone; 
And he replied, though faintly, to their sound, 
While gazed the rest in dumb amazement round: 
They seem'd even then — that twain — unto the last 
To half forget the present in the past; 
To share between themselves some separate fate, 
Whose darkness none beside should penetrate. 

XIX. 
Their words though faint were many — from the tone 
Their import those who heard could judge alone; 
From this, you might have deem'd young Kaled's death 
More near than Lara's by his voice and breath, 
So sad, so deep, and hesitating broke 
The accents his scarce-moving pale lips spoke; 
But Lara's voice though low, at first was clear 
And calm) till murmuring de ah gasp'd hoarsely near: 
But from his visage little could we guess, 
So uorepeDt&Dt, dark, and pas&\on\e%&, 
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Save that when struggling nearer to his last, 

Upon that page his eye was kindly cast; 

And onee as Kaled's answering accents ceast, 

Rose Lara's hand, and pointed to the East : 

Whether (as then the breaking sun from high 

Roll'd back the clouds) the morrow caught his eye, 

Or that 'twas chance, or some remember'd scene 

That raised his arm to point where such had been, 

Scarce Kaled seem'd to know, but turn'd away, 

As if his heart abhorr'd that coming day. 

And shrunk his glance before that morning light, 

To look on Lara's brow — where all grew night. 

Tet sense seem'd left, though better were its loss; 

For when one near display 'd the absolving cross, 

And proffer'd to his touch the holy bead, 

Of which his parting soul might own the need, 

He look'd upon it with an eye profane, 

And smiled — Heaven pardon! if 'twere with disdain: 

And Kaled, though he spoke not, nor withdrew 

From Lara's face his fir'd despairing view, 

With brow repulsive, and with gesture swift, 

Flung back the hand which held the sacred gift, 

As if such but disturbed the expiring man, 

Nor seem'd to know his life but thsn began, 

That life of Immortality, secure 

To none, save them whose faith in Christ is sure. 

XX. 

But gasping heaved the breath that Lara drew, 

And dull the film along his dim eye grew; 

His limbs stretch'd fluttering, and his head droop'd o'er 

The weak yet still untiring knee that bore; 

He press'd the hand he held upon his heart — 

It beats no more, but Kaled w\U no\*«r\ 
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With the cold grasp, bat feels, and feels in Tain, 
For that faint throb which answers not again. 
"It beau!" — Awaj, thou dreamer! he is gone- 
It once was Lara which thou look'st upon. 

XXI. 

He gazed, at if not yet had pass'd awaj 
The haughty spirit of that humble clay; 
And those around have roused him from his trance, 
But. cannot tear from thence his fixed glance; 
And when in raising him from where he bore 
Within his arms, the farm that felt no more, 
He saw the head his breast would still sustain, 
Roll down like earth to earth upon the plain; 
He did not dash himself thereby, nor tear 
The glossy tendrils of his raven hair, 
But strove to staod and gaze, but reel'd and fell, 
Scarce breathing more than that he loved so well. 
Than that he loved! Ob! never yet beneath 
The breast of man such trusty love may breathe! 
That trying moment hath at once reveal'd 
The secret long and yet but balf-cooceal'd; 
In baring to revive that lifeless breast, 
Its grief seem'd ended, but the sex confest; 
And life return'd, and Kaled felt no shame — 
What now to her was Womanhood or Fame? 

XXII. 
And Lara sleeps not where his fathers sleep, 
But where he died his grave was dug as deep; 
Nor is his mortal slumber less profound, 
Though priest nor bless'd, nor marble deck'd the mound; 
And he was mourn 'd by one whose quiet grief, 
Less loud, outlasts a people's for their e%ief. 
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as all question ask'd her of the pa9l, 

in e'en menace — silent to the last; 

1 nor whence, nor why she left behind 

for one who seem'd but little kind. 

1 she love him? Curious fool!— be still — 

n love the growth of human will? 

be might be gentleness; the stern 

seper thoughts than your dull eyes discern, 

ten thy love, your smilero guess not bow 

le strong heart, though less the lips avow. 

ere not common links, that form'd the chain 

und to Lara Kaled's heart and brain; 

t wild tale she brook'd not to unfold, 

i'd is now each lip that could have told. 

XXIII. 

id him in the earth, and on his breast, 
the wound that sent his soul to rest, 
und the scatter'd dints of many a scar, 
were not planted there in recent war; 
er had pass'd his summer years of life, 
. they vaoish'd in a land of strife; 
mknown bis glory or his guilt, 
oly told that somewhere blood was spilt, 
zelin, who might have spoke the past, 
i no more — that night appear'd his last. 

XXIV. 

at night (a peasant's is the tale) 

aat cross'd the intervening vale, 

Jynthia's light almost gave way to morn, 

irly vcil'd in mist her waning horn; 

hat rose betimes to thread the wood, 

r the bough that bought his children'* ftwA> 
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Pass'd by the river that divides the plain 
Of Otbo's lands and Lara's broad domain: 
He heard a tramp — a horse and horseman broke 
From out the wood— before him was a cloak 
W/apt round some burthen at bis saddle-bow, 

. Bent was his head, and hidden was his brow. . 
Boused by tbe sudden sight at such a time, 
And some foreboding that it might be crime, 
Himself unheeded watched the stranger's course, 
Who reach'd the river, bounded from his horse, 
And lifting thence the burthen which he bore, 
Heaved up the bank, and dash'd it from the shore, 
Then paused; and look'd, and turn'd, and seem'd 

watch, 
And still another hurried glance would snatch, 
And follow with his step the stream that flow'd, 
As if even yet too much its surface show'd : 
At ooce he started, stoop'd, around him strown 
The winter floods had scatter'd heaps of stone; 
Of these the heaviest thence be gatherM there, 
And slung them with a more than common care. 
Meantime the serf had crept to where unseen 
Himself might safely mark what this might mean; 
He caught a glimpse, as of a floating 1 breast, 
And something glitter'd starlike on the vest, 
But ere he well could mark the buoyant trunk, 
A massy fragment smote it, and it sunk : 
ItroQe again but indistinct to view, 
And left the waters of a purple hue, 
Then deeply disappeared : the horseman gazed 
Till ebb'd the latest eddy it had raised; 
Then turning, vaulted on tiis pawing steed, 
And instant spurr'd him into panting speed. 
Ilia face was mask'd — the features of the dead, 

If dead it were, escaped the ctoacmi** &ra&\ 
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But if in sooth a star its bosom bore, 

Such is the badge that knighthood ever wore, 

And such 'tis known Sir Ezzelin had worn 

Upon the night that led to such a morn. 

If thus he perish'd, Heaven receive his soul! 

His undiscovered limbs to ocean roll; 

And charity upon the hope would dwell 

It was not Lara's hand by which be fell. 

XXV. 

And Kaled — Lara — Ezzelin, are gone, 

Alike without their monumental stone! 

The first, all efforts vainly strove to wean 

From lingering where her chieftain's blood had been; 

Grief had so tamed a spirit once too proud, 

Her tears were few, her wailing never loud; 

But furious would you tear her from the spot 

Where yet she scarce believed that he was not, 

Her eye shot forth with all the living fire 

That haunts the tigress in her whelpless ire; 

But left to waste her weary moments there, 

She talk'd all idly unto shapes of air, 

Such as the busy brain of Sorrow paints, 

And woos to listen to her fond Qjomplajnts: 

And she would sit beneath the very tree 

Where lay his drooping head upon her knee; 

And in that posture where she saw him fall, 

His words, his looks, his dying grasp recall; 

And she had shorn, but saved her raven hair, 

And oft would snatch it from her bosom there, 

And fold, and press it gently to the ground, 

As if she stanch'd anew some .phantom's wound. 

Herself would question, and for him reply; 

Then rising, start, and beckon Y&mVofrj 
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From some imagined spectre in pursuit; 
Then seat her down upon some linden's root, 
And hide her visage with a meagre hand, 
Or trace strange characters along the sand — 
This could not last — she lies by him she loved; 
Her tale untold — her truth too dearly proved. 



The event in section 34, Canto 2d, was suggested by the description of 
the death or rather burial of the Duke of Gandia. 

The most interesting and particular account of this mysterious event, is 
given by Rurehard; and is iu substance as follows: u On the eighth day of 
June, the cardinal of Valenza, and the Duke of Gandia. sons or the pope, 
supped with their mother. Vuiwzza, near the church ot & Pietv off vfnru- 
la; several other persons being present at the entertainment. A late hour 
approaching, and the caidinal having reminded bis brother, that it was 
time to return to the apostolic palace, they mounted their horses or mules, 
with only a few attendants, and proceeded together as for as the palace of 
cardinal Ascanio Sforza. when the duke informed the fardJnal, that before 
he returned home, he had to pay a visit of pleasure. Dismissing theresoCB 
all his attendants, excepting his staffiero* or footman, and a person in a 
mask, who had paid him a visit whilst at supper, and who, during the space 
of a month, or thereabouts, previous to this time, had called upon him al- 
most daily, at the apostolic palace, he took this person behind him on his 
mule, and proceeded to the street of the Jews, where he quitted bis ser- 
vant, directing him to remain there until a certain hour; when, if he did 
not return, he might repair to the palaee. Oie Duke then seated the 
person in the musk behind him. and rode, I know not whither; but in :hat 
night hi- was assassinated, and thrown iuto the river. The servant after 
having been dismissed, wa« also assaulted and mortally wounded; and al- 
though he was attended with grat care, yet such was his situation, that 
he could rive no intrllyriblc account of what had befallen his master. In 
the morning, the duke not having returned to the palace, bis servants be- 
gan to be alarmed; and one of them informed the pontiff of the evening 
excursion of his sons, and that the duke had not yet maJe his appearance* 
This gave the pope no small anxiety; but he conjectured that the duke 
bad been attracted by some courtesan to pass the night with her, and not 
choosing to qnit the house in open day, had waited till the following 
evening to return home. When, however, the evening arrived, and he 
found himself disappointed in his expectations, he became deeply afflicted, 
and began to make inquirit s from different persons, whom he ordered to 
attend him for that purpose. Amongst these was a man named Giorgio 
Schiavoni, who having discharged some timber from a bark in the river, 
had remained on board the vessel to watch it, and being interrogated 
whether he had seen any one thrown into the river, on the night prece- 
ding, lie replied, thai he saw two men on foot, who came down the street, 
and looked diligently about, to observe whether any person was passing. 
That seeing no one, they returned, and a short time afterwards two others 
came, and looked around in the same manntr jas the former; no person 
still appearing, they gave a sign to tWeir companions, when a man came, 
mounted on a white horse, having behind him a dead body; the' head and 
arms of which hung on one side, and the feet on the other side of the horse; 
the two persons on foot supporting the body to prevent its failing. They 
thus proceeded cowardt the part, where the filth el the, tax? Na wuiN^ «■>• 
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charged into the river, and turning the hone, with hii tail towards the 
water, the two penom took the dead body by the ami and feet, and with 
all their strength flung it into the river. The person on horseback then 
asked if they had thrown it in, to which they replied. Signer, ti. (yea. Sir.) 
He then looked towards the river, and seeing a mantle floating on the 
stream, he inquired what it was that appeared black, to whkh they an- 
swered, it was a mantle; and one of them threw stones upon it, in conse- 
quence of which it sunk. The attendants of the pontiff then inquired 
from Giorgio, why he had not revealed this to the governor of the city; to 
which he replied, that he had seen in his time a hundred dead oodies 
thrown into the river at the same place, without any inquiry being made 
r es pecting them, and that he had not, therefore, considered it as a matter 
of any importance. The fishermen and seamen were then collected and 
ordered to search the river, where, on the following evening, they found 
the body of the duke, with his habit entire, and thirty dueats in his purse. 
He was pierced with nine wounds, one of which was in his throat, the 
others in Ids head, body and limbs. No tooner was the pontiff informed of 
the death of his son, and that he had been thrown, Hke filth, into the river, 
than giving way to bis grief, he shut himself up in a chamber, and wept 
bitterly. The cardinal of Segovia, and other attendants on the pope, went 
to the door, and after many hours spent in persuasions and exhortations, 
prevailed upon him to admit them. From the evening of Wednesday, 
rill the following Saturday, the pope took no food; nor did he sleep from 
Thursday morning till the same hour on the ensuing day. At length, 
however, giving way to the entreaties of his attendants, he began to res- 
train his sorrow, and to consider the injury which his own health might 
•attain, by the further indulgence of his grief."— rtwcse'* Leo Tenth, VH. 
L p, Sfl J. 
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A TUKK18H TALE. 



'* Had we never Joved to kindly, 
Had we Defer loved so blindly, 
Never met, or never parted, 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted." 

Burns. 
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THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS 



CANTO I. 

I. 
Know ye the land where the cypress and myrtle 

Are emblems of deeds that are done in their cliiner 
Where the rage of the vulture, the love of the turtle, 

Now melt into sorrow, now madden to crime? 
Know ye the land of the cedar and vine, 
Where the flowers ever blossom, the beams ever shine; 
Where the light wings of Zephyr, oppressed with per- 
fume, 
Wax feint o'er the gardens of Gul* in her bloom; 
Where the citron and olive are fairest of fruit, 
And the voice of the nightingale never is mote; 
Where the tints of the earth, and the hues of the sky, 
In colour though varied, in beauty may vie, 
And the purple of Ocean is deepest in die; 
Where the virgins arc soft as the roses they twine, 
And all, save the spirit of man, is divine? 
'Tis the clime of the east; 'tis the land of the sun — 
Can he smile on such deeds as his children have done?f 
Oh! wild as the accents of lovers' farewell 
Are the hearts which they bear, and the tales which they 
tell. 

• M Gull," the roie. 

t u Souls made of fire, and children <of the Sua, 

With whom Revenge is Virtue.''' 

YwnsC* Brow— 
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II. 

Begirt with many a gallant slave, 
Apparell'd as becomes the brave, 
Awaiting each his Lord's behest 
To guide his steps, or guard his rest, 
Old Giaffir sate in his Divan: 

Deep thought was in his aged eye; 
And though the face of Mussulman 

Not oft betrays to standers by 
The mind within, well skill'd to hide 
All but unconquerable pride, 
His pensive cheek and pondering brow 
Did more than he was wont avow. 

Ill 
" Let the chamber be clear'd."— The train disappear^. 

" Now call me the chief of the Haram guard." 
With Giaffir is none but His only son, 

And the Nubian awaiting the sire's award. 
" Haroun — when all the crowd that wait 
Are pass'd beyond the outer gate, 
(Wo to the head whose eye beheld 
My child Zuleika's face unveil'd! 
Hence, lead my daughter from her tower; 
Her fate is fix'd this very hour: 
Yet not to her repeat my thought; 
By me alone be duty taught!" 

" Pacha! to hear is to obey." 
No more must slave to despot say- 
Then to the tower had ta'en his way, 
But here young Selim silence brake, 
First lowly rendering reverence meet; 
And downcast iook'd, and gently spake, 
stui "funding at the Pacha's feet: 
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For son of Moslem must expire, 
Ere dare to sit before his sire! 



" Father! for fear that thou should'st chide 
My sister, or her sable guide, 
Know — for the fault, if fault there be, 
Was mine, then fall thy frowns on me — 
So lovelily the morning shone, • 

That — let the old and weary sleep— 
I could not; and to view alone 

The fairest scenes of land and deep, 
With none to listen and reply 
To thoughts with which my heart beat high 
Were irksome — for whate'er my mood, 
In sooth I love not solitude; 
I on Zuleika's slumber broke, 

And, as thou knowest that for me 

Soon turns the Haram's grating key, 
Before the guardian slaves awoke 
We to the cypress groves had flown, 
And made earth, main, and heaven our own! 
There linger'd we, beguiled too long 
With Mejnoun's tale, or Sadi's song;* 
Till I, who heard the deep tambourf 
Beat thy Divan's approaching hour, 
To thee and to my duty true, 
Warn'd by the sound, to greet thee flew : 
But there Zuileka wanders yet — 
Nay, father, rage not — nor forgst ^ 

That none can pierce that secret bower 
But those who watch the women's tower." 

* Mejnoun and Leila, the Romeo and Juliet of the East. Sadi, the mo- 
ral poet of Persia, 
t Tambour, Turkish drum, which founds at sunrise, noon A and twilight. 
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IV. 

" Son of a slave" — the Pacba said — 

" From unbelieving mother bred, 

Vain were a father's hope to see 

Aught that bese< ms a man in thee. 

Thou, when thine arm should bend the bow - 

And hurl the dart, and curb the steed, 

Thou, Greek in squl if not in creed, 
Must pore where babbling waters flow, 
And watch unfolding roses blow. 
Would that yon orb, whose matin glow 
Thy listless eyes so much admire, 
Would lend thee something of his fire! 
Thou, who wouldst see this battlement 
By Christian cannon piecemeal rent; 
Nay. tamely view old StamboPs wall 
Before the dogs of Moscow fall, 
Nor strike one stroke for life and death 
Against the curs of Nazareth! 

Go — let thy less thao woman's hand s 

Assume the distaff— not the brand. 
But, Haroun!— -to my daughter speed : 
And hark— -of thiue own head take heed — 
If thus Zuleika oft takes wing — 
Thou see'st yon bow — it hath a string!" 

V. 

No sound from SelinVs lip was heard, 

At least tbat met old Giaffir's ear, 
BuTCvery frown and every word 
Pierced keener than a Christian's sword. 

u Son of a slave! — reproach 'd with fear! 
Thoso gibes had cost another dear. 
Sod of a stave.'-— and who my sire?" 
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Thus held his thoughts their dark career, 
And glances ev'o of more than ire 

Flash forth, then faintly disappear. > 

Old Giaffir gazed upon his son 

And started ; for within his eye 
He read how much his wrath had done; 
He saw rebellion there begun: 

Come hither, boy — what, no reply? 
I mark thee — and 1 know thee too; 
But there be deeds thou dar'st not do: 
But if thy beard had manlier length, 
And if thy hand had skill and strength, 
I'd Joy to see thee break a lance, 
Albeit against my own perchance." 

As sneeringly these accents fell, 
On Selim's eye he fiercely gazed : 

That eye return'd him glance for glance, 
And proudly to his sire's was raised, 

Till Giaffir's quail'd and shrunk askance — 
And why — he felt, but durst not tell. 
" Much I misdoubt this wayward boy 
Will one day work me more annoy: 
I never loved him from his birth, 
And — but his arm is little worth, 
And scarcely in the chase could cope 
With timid fawn or antelope, 
Far less would venture into strife 
Where man contends for fame and life— 
I would not trust that look or tone: 
No— nor the blood so near my own. 
That blood— he hath not heard— no more— 
I'll watch him closer than before. 
vol. n.— n 
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He is an Arab* to my sight, 
Or Christian crouching in the fight — 
But l^ark!— I hear Zuleika's voice; 
"Like Houris' hymn it meets mine ear: 
She is the offspring of my choice; 
Oh! more than ev'n her mother dear, 
Wilh all to hope, and nought to fear — 
My Peri! ever welcome here! 
Sweet, as the desert-fountain's wave 
To lips just cool'd in time to save — 
Such to my longing sight art thou; 
Nor can tbey waft to Mecca's shrine 
More thanks for life, than I for thine, » 

Who blest thy birth, and bless thee now." 

VI 

Fair, as the first that fell of womankind, 

When on that dread yet lovely serpent smiling, 

Whose image then was stamp'd upon her mind- 
But once beguiled — and ever more beguiling; 

Dazzling, as that, oh! too transcendant vision 
To Sorrow's phantom peopled slumber given, 

When heart meets heart again in dreams Elsyian, 
And paints the lost on Earth revived in Heaven; 

Soft, as the memory of buried love: 

Pure, as the prayer which Childhood wafts above; 

Was she — the daughter of that rude old Chief, 

Who met the maid with tears — but not of grief. 

Who hath not proved how feebly words essay 
To fix one spark of Beauty's heavenly ray? 
Who doth not feel until his failing sight 
Faints into dimness with its own delight, 

* The Turks abhor the Arabs (who return the compliment t hundred fold) 
even more than tbey hate the Chnstfcns. 
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His changing cheek, his sinking heart confess 
The might — the majesty of Loveliness? 
Such was Zuleika — such around her shone 
The nameless charms unmark'd by her alone; 
The light of love, the purity of grace, 
The mind, the Music breathing from her face,* 
The heart whose softness harmonized the whole— 
And, oh! that eye was in itself a Soul! 
Her graceful arms in meekness bending 

Across her gently-budding breast; 
At one kind word those arms extending 

To clasp the neck of him who blest 

His child caressing and carest, 

Zuleiza came — and Giaffer felt 

Jiis purpose half within him melt: 

Not that against her fancied weal 

His heart though stern could erer feel; 

Affection chain'd her to that heart! 

Ambition tore the links apart. 

vir. 

" Zuleika! child of gentleness! 

How dear this very day must tell. 
When I forget my own distress, 

• Tins expresskw has n^ with objections. Iwul notreferto "Hmi who 
hath not Matie in hit soul," bat merely leanest theieeder to reeoDeet, Ac 
ten seeotMls, the features of the woman whom he betteres to be the aaost 
beautifU;and if he doei not then comprehend fully what is feebly iiumestiT 
in the above hue. I •ball be sorry for us both. For an eloquent passage in 
the latest work of the first female writer of this, perhaps of any ace, on the 
analogy (and the immediate comparison excited by that analogy) between 
* painting and musk,* see voL iu, cap. 10. De VAlkmagne. And is not this 
connection still stronger with the original than the copy.' With the colour- 
ing of Nature than or Art?— After all, this is rather to be felt than des c ribed, 
still I think mere are some who will understand it, at least they would 
hare done had they beheld the countenance whose speaking harmony sug- 
gested the idea; for this passage is not drawn from imagination but me- 
mory* that mirror which Affliction dashes to the cnrth, and looking down 
upon the fragments, only beholds the reflection tMiV5iDVir& 
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In losing what I lore so well, 
To bid thee with another dwell: 
Another! and a braver man 
Was never seen in battle's van. 

We Moslem reck not much of blood; 
But yet the line of Carasman* 

Unchanged, unchangeable hath stood 
First of the bold Timariot bands 
That won and well can keep their lands. 
Enough that he who comes to woo 
In kinsman of the Bej Oglou: 
His years need scarce a thought employ; 
I would not have thee wed a boy. 
And thou shalt have a noble dower: 
And his and my united power 
Will laugh to scorn the death-firman, 
Which others tremble but to scan, 
And teach the messengerf what fate 
The bearer of such boon may wait. 
And now thou know'st thy father's will; 

All that thy sex hath need to know: 
'Twas mine to teach obedience still— 
The way to love, thy lord may show." 

VIII. 
In silence bow'd the virgin's head: 
And if her eye was filPd with tears 

* Carasman Oglou, or Kan Osman Oglou, u the principal landholder in 
Turkey; he governs Magnesia: those who, by a kind of feudal tenure, pos- 
sess land on condition of service, are called llmariots: they serve as Spa- 
bis, according to the extent of territory, and bring a certain number Into 
the field, generally cavalry. 

t When a Pacha is sufficiently strong to resist, the single m ess e ng er 
who u always the first bearer of the order for his death, uvstanriedV 
stead, and sometimes five or six, one after the other, on the — ™» errand. 




w»th great complacency. «. * ..», «.,,..« w . uwcurcwm, were exmut- 
edinthe niche of the Seraglio gate; among others, the head of the fmeha 
ofBMgdat, a bnre young man, cat off by tceM&er^ aftet * tacperate 
re$utmne** 



remtanee. 
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That stifled feeling dare Dot shed, 

And changed her cheek from pale to red, 

And red and pale, as through her ears 
Those winged words like arrows sped, 

What could such be but maiden fears? 
So bright the tear in Beauty's eye, 
Lore half regrets to kiss it dry; 
So sweet the blush of Bashfulness, 
Even Pity scarce can wish it less! 

«# 

IX. 
Wbate'er it was the sire forgot; 
Or if remember'd, mark'd it not; 
Thrice clapp'd his hands, and call'd his steed,* 

Resign'd his gem-adorn'd Chibouque,f 
And mounting featly for the mead, 

WithMaugrabeef and Mtftaluke, 

His way amid his Delis took,|| 
To witness many an active deed 
With sabre keen, or blunt jereed. 
The Kislar only and his Moors 
Watch well the Haram's massy doors, 

IX. 

His head was leant upon his hand, 

His eye look'd over the dark blue water 
That swiftly glides and gently swells 
Between the winding Dardanelles; 



* Clapping of tbe hands calif die servants. The Turin hate a raper- 
fhuras expenditure of voice, and they have no bells. 

t Chibouque, die Tnrkiih pipe, of which the amber mouth-piece, and 
sometimes the ball which contains the leaf, is adorned with precious 
stones, if in possession of tUfwealthier orders. 

t Mavrabee, Moorish merwnaries. 

I DeH, bravos,who form the forlorn hope of toe cavalry, andalwayi 
begin the aetta. 

M 2 % 
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But yet he saw nor sea nor strand, 

Nor even his Pacha's turbao'd band _ m 

Mix in the game of mimic slaughter, , 

Careering cleave the folded felt* 
With sabre stroke right sharply dealt; 
Nor mark'd the javelin-darting crowd, 
Nor heard their Ollahsf wild and loud — 

He thought but of old Giaffir's daughter! 

X. m 

No word from Selim's bosom broke; 

One sigh Zuleika's thought bespoke: 

Still gazed he through the lattice grate, 

Pale, mute, and mournfully sedate. 

To him Zuleika's eye was turn'd, 

But little from bis aspect learn 'd : 

Equal her grief, yet not 9 same; 

Her heart confessed a gentler flame : 

But yet that heart alarm'd or weak, 

She knew not why, forbade to speak. 

Yet speak she must-^but when essay? 

" How strange he thus should turn away! 

Not thus we e'er before have met; 

Not thus shall be our parting yet." 

Thrice paced she slowly through the room, 
And watch'd his eye— it still was fix'd : 
She snatch'd the urn wherein was mix'd 

The Persian Atar-gul'sJ perfume, 

• A twisted fold of /eft u used for scimetar practice by the Turin, and 
few but Musselman arms can cut through it at a single stroke; sometimes 
a tough turban is used for the same purpose. The jereed is a game of 
blunt lavehns, animated and graceful. . »s"™»« 

t« bllahs," Alia il Allah, tfe^Leilies, n as the Spanish poets call them. 



ber, with their pipes and comboios, form an amusing contrast. 
/ "jtar-foJ/'ottir of roses. The Persian isthe finest. 
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1 And sprinkled all its odours o'er 
The pictured roof* and marble floor: 
The drops, that through his glittering vest 
The playful girl's appeal addrest, 
Unheeded o'er his bosom flew, 
• As if that breast were marble too. 
" What sullen yet? it must not be — 
Oh! gentle Selim, this from thee!" 
She saw in curious order set 

The fairest flowers of Eastern land— 
" He loved them once; may touch them yet, 

If offer'd by Zuleika's hand." 
The childish thought was hardly breathed 
Before the Rose was pluck'd and wreathed; 
The next fond moment saw her seat 
Her fairy form at Selim's feet : 
This rose, to calm my brother's cares, 
A message from the Bulbulf bears; 
It says to-night he will fblong 
For Selim's ear his sweetest song; 
And though his note is somewhat sad, 
He'll try for once a strain more glad, 
With some faint hope his alter'd lay 
May sing these gloomy thoughts away. 

XI, 
" What! not receive my foolish flower? 
Nay then I am indeed unblest: 

* Ttocesfngand wainscots, or rather walls, of the Mussulman apart- 
menti an |pMrjrifr painted, in great booses, with one eternal and highly 
eolatjred tfcw of Constantinople, wherein theprmdpelfeatttreisanoble 
eant w apt if pu i po e tin ; Delow, arms, sdmitars,&e. are in general fiuici- 
ffijly gntl not IsttlanDthr disposed. 

t It haa bean amen doubted whether the notes of this "Lover of the 
rose" ase sad or merry; and Mr. Fox's remarks on the subject bare pro- 
Tokedsomesmnoi —mrovcrsy as to the epinions of the ai » fcn ts on the 
smbjeet. I dan at* rentare a eonjeeture en the vanx* thftu«> *to&* 
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• 
On mo can Ihus thy forehead lower? 

" And know'st thou not who loves thee best? 
Oh, Selim dear! Oh, more than dearest! 
Say, is it me thou hat'st or fearest? 
Come, lay thy head upon my breast, 
And I will kiss thee into rest, 
Since words of mine, and songs must -fail, 
Ev'n from my fabled nightingale. 
I knew our sire at Jimes was stern, 
But this from thee had yet to learn : 
Too well I know he loves thee not; 
But is Zuleika's love forgot? 
Ah! deem I right? the Pacha's plan — 
This kinsman Bey of Carasman 
Perhaps may prove some foe of thine. 
If so, I swear by Mecca's shrine, 
If shrines that ne'er approach allow 
To woman's step admit her vow. 
Without thy free consent, conflknd, 
The Sultan should not have my hand! 
Think'st thou that I could bear to part 
With thee, and learn to halve my heart? 
Ah! were I severed from thy side, 
Where were thy friend — and who my guide? 
Years have not seen, Time shall not see 
The hour that tears my soul from thee: 
Even Azrael,* from his deadly quiver 

When flies that shaft, and fly it must, 
That parts all else, shall doom for ever 

Our hearts to undivided dust!" 

XII. 

He lived— he breathed — he moved— he felt; 
He raised the maid from where she knelt: 

* " AzrteT-tbe ft&gt\ of tatfb. 
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His trance was gone — his keen eye shone 
With thoughts that long in darkness dwelt; 
With thoughts that bum — in rays that melt. 
As the stream late conceal'd 

By the fringe of its willows, 
When it rushes reveal'd 

In the light of its billows; 
As the bolt bursts on high 

From the black cloud that bound it, 
Flash'd the soul of that eye 

Through the long lashes round it. 
A warhorse at the trumpet's sound, 
A lion roused by heedless hound, 
A tyrant waked to sudden strife 
By graze of ill-directed knife, 
Starts not to more convulsive life 
Than he, who heard that vow, display'd, 
And all, before repreas'd, betray 'd: 
" Now thou art mine, for ever mine, 
With life to keep, and scarce with life resign; 
Now thou art mine, that sacred oath, 
Though sworn by one, hath bound us both. 
Yes, fondly, wisely hast thou done, 
That tow hath saved more heads than one : 
But blench not thou— thy simplest tress 
Claims more from me than tenderness; * 
I would not wrong the slenderest hair 
That clusters round thy forehead fair, 
For all the treasures buried far 
Within the caves of Istakar.* 
This morning clouds upon me lower'd, 
Reproaches on my head were shover'd, 
And Giaffir almost call'd me coward ! * 

•The m— u «Clfc»P)wJMritegqltMH. See WHctM******* to 
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Now I have motire to be brare ; 

The sod of hi9 neglected slave, 

Nay, start not, 'twas the term he gave, 

May show, though little apt to vaunt, 

A heart his words nor deeds can daunt. 

His son, indeed! — yet, thanks to thee, 

Perchance I am, at least shall be; 

But let our plighted secret vow 

Be only known to us as now. 

I know the wretch who dares demand 

From Giaffir thy reluctanfchand; 

More ill-got wealth, a meaner soul 

Hold's not a Musselim's* control : 

Was he not bred in Egripo?f 

A. viler race let Israel show ! 

But let that pass — to none be told 

Our oath; the rest shall time unfold. 

To me and mine leave OsmanBey; 

I've partizans for peril's day. 

Think not I am what I appear; 

I've arms, and friends, and vengeance near. 



» 



xm. 

" Think not thou art what thou appearest! 

My Selim, thou art sadly changed : 
This morn I srfw thee gentlest, dearest; 

Wkt now thou'rt from thyself estranged. 
My lore thou surely knew'st before, 
It ne'er was less, nor can be more. 
To see thee, hear thee, near thee stay, 

And hate the night I know not why, 

* Musselim, ajpvernor, tUt next in rank after a Pacha; a Waywode v 
the third; and tarn come the Agas. 

t Egripo— the Nenoaont. According to the proverb, the Tnrb of 
Egripo, the Jews of Saluuea, and the Oreaki of Athens, are the wont *f 
their retpeetive raees. 
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Save that we meet not bat by day; 

With thee to live, with thee to die, 

I dare not to my hope deny : 
Thy cheek, thine eyes, thy lips to kiss, 
Like this— and this— no more than this; 
For, Alia! sure thy lips are flame:. 

What fever in thy veins is flushing? 
My own have nearly caught the same, -* 

At least I feel my cheek too blushing. 
To soothe thy sickness, watch thy health, 
Partake, but never waste tby wealth, 
Or stand with smiles unmurmuring by,. 
And lighten half thy poverty; 
Do all but close thy dying eye, 
For that 1 could not live to try; 
To these alone my thoughts aspire : 
More can 1 do? or thou require? 
But, Selim, thou must answer why 
We need so much of mystery? 
The cause I cannot dream nor tell, 
But be it, since thou say 'st 'tis well; 
Yet what thou mean'st by ' arms' and ' friends,' 
Beyond my weaker sense extends. 
I meant that Giaffir should have heard 

TJie very vow I plighted thee; 
His wrath would not revoke my word : 

But surely he would leave roe rne. 
, Can this fond wish seem strange in me, » 
To be what I have ever been? 
What other hath Zuleika seen 
From simple childhood's earliest hour? 

What other can she seek to see 
Than thee, companion of her bower, 

The partner of her infancy? 



132 TH£ BRIDE Cento I. 

These cherish'd thoughts with life begun, 

Say, why most I' no more avow? 
What change is wrought to make me shun 

The truth; my pride, and thine till now? 
To meet the gaze of stranger's eyes 
Our law, our creed, our God denies; 
Nor shall one wandering thought of mine 
At such, our Prophet's will, repine: 
No! happier made by that decree! 
He left me all in leaving thee. ^ 

Deep were my anguish^hus compell'd 
To wed with one I qe'er beheld: 
This wherefore should I not reveal? 
Why wilt thou urge me to conceal? . , 

I know the Pacha's haughty mood 
To thee hath never boded good; 
And he so often storms at nought, 
Allah! forbid that e'er he ought! 
And why I know not, but within 
My heart concealment weighs like sin. 
If then such secrecy be crime, 

And such it feels while lurking here; 
Oh, Selim! tell me yet in time, 

Nor leave me thus to thoughts of fear. 
Ah! yonder see the Tchocadar,* 
My father leaves the mimic war; 
I tremble now to melt his eye- 
Say, Selimf can'st thou tell me why?" , 

XIV. 

" Zuleika— to thy tower's retreat 
Betake thee — Giaffir I can greet: . 

* " Tchocadar"— one of the attendukUirin vreedet * mgn of tfrtb* 
rity. 
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And now with him I fain mast prate 

Of firmans, imposts, levies, state. 

There's fearful news from Danube's banks, 

Our Vizier nobly thins his ranks, £ • 

For which the Giaour may give him thanks! 

Our Sultan hath a shorter way ^ 

Such costly triumph to repay. • 

But, mark me, when the twilight drum » 

Hath warn'd the troops to food and sleep, 
Unto thy cell will Selim come: 

Then softly from the Haram creep 

Where we may wander by the deep: 

Our garden battlements are steep; 
Nor these will rash intruder climb ^ 

To list our words, or stint our time; 
And if he doth, I want not steel 
Which some have felt, and more may feel. 
Then shalt thou learn of Selim more 
Than thou hast heard of thought before; 
Trust me Zuleika — fear not me! # 

Thou know'st 1 hold a Haram key." 

" Fear thee, my Selim! ne'er till now 
Did word like this — " 

" Delay not thou; 
I keep the key— and Haroun's guard . 
Have tome, and hope of more reward. 
To-night, Zuleika, thou shalt hear 
My tale, my purpose, and my fear: 
I am not, lore! what I appear." 

MD OF CANTO I. 

vol. n.~ v 
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CANTO II. 

I. 

The winds are high on Helle's wave, ^ 

As on that night of stormy water 
When Love, who sent, forgot to save 
The young, the beautiful, tne brave, 

The louely hope of Sestos' daughter. 
Oh! when alone along the sky 
Her turret torch was blazing high,' 
Though rising gale, and breaking foam, 
And shrieking sea-birds warn'd him home; 
And clouds aloft and tides below, 
With signs and sounds, forbade to go, 
He could not see, he would not hear 
Or sound or sign foreboding fear; 
His eye but saw that light of love, 
The only star it hail'd above ; 
His ear but rang with Hero's song, 
" Ye waves divide not lovers long!" — 
That tale is old, but love anew 
May nerve young hearts to prove as true. 

II. 
The winds are high, and Helle's tide 

Rolls darkly heaving to the main; 
And Night's descending' shadows hide 

That field with blood bcdew'd in vain, 
The desert of old Priam's pride; 

The tombs, sole relroj of his ie\£Tu 
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All — save immortal dreams that could beguile 
The blind old roan of Scio's roHcy isle! 

III. 

Oh! yet — for there my steps have been; 

These feet have press'd the sacred shore, 
These limbs that buoyant wave hath borne- 
Minstrel! with thee to muse, to mourn, 

To trace, again those fields of yore, 
Believing every hillock green 

Contains no fabled hero's ashes, 
And that around the undoubted scene 

Thine own "broad Hellespont"* still dashes, 
Be long my lot! and cold were he 
Who there could gaze denying thee! 

IV. 

The night hath closed on Helle's stream, 

Nor yet hath risen on Ida's hill 
That moon, which shone on his high theme: 
No warrior chides her peaceful beam, 

But conscious shepherds bless it still. 
Their flocks are grazing on the mound 

Of him who felt the Dardan's arrow: 
That mighty heap of gathered ground • 

Which Amnion's! son ran proudly round, 

* The wrantfing about tali epithet, "the brood Hellespont" or. the 
«boandle«Hejfepm»t, w whetlieritmeaiuoi>eortheotlier,orwl^kiatMi« 
at alLtuM been beyond all postibifity of detail I hare even beard itjdkv 
poted on the spot; and not foreseeing a speedy conclusion to the eontro- 
veny, amused myielfwith swimming aeross it In the meantime, and prob- 
ably may again, before the point is settled. Indeed, die nnrafwu as to the 
troth of" the tale of Troy dinne" still continues, much of k ratting upon 

the taKsmante ward u &vupo( ;" probably Homer had the same notion of 
distance that a coqnette has of time, and when he talks cflsusnialhmmNmt 
half a mile; as the latter, by a like figure, when she says sternal attach- 
ment, simply speeilWv three weeks. __ 
t Before hhVenlan bmaVm, aiiaewmn*Aiib*?^mS'w^mw4A,V»>'«» 
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By nations rais'd, by moaarchs crown'd, 

Is now a lone and nameless barrow! 

Within— thy dwelling-place how narrow! 
Without— can only strangers breathe 
The name of him that wtu beneath: 
Dost long outlasts the storied stone; 
But Thou — thy very dust is gone! 

v. 

Late, late to-night will Dian cheer 
The swain, and chase the boatman's fear; 
Till then — no beacon on the cliff 
May shape the course of struggling skiff; 
The scatter'd lights that skirt the bay, 
All, one by one, have died away; 
The only lamp of this lone hour 
Is glimmering in Zuieika's tower. 

Yes! there is light in that lone chamber, 

And o'er her silken Ottoman 
Are thrown the fragrant beads of amber, 

O'er which her fairy fingers ran;f 
Near these, with emerald rays beset, 
(How could she thus that gem forget?) 
HeY mother's sainted amulet,} 
Whereon engraved the Koorsee text, 
Could smooth this life, and win the next; 

ffS^Il^^^.^C^^^tainh" ««• It iiDenevedthmtthe 
unjuso pciMuied a foend named Fettu*, tor the nke of new Patrock* 

Khm-uLflS .^J^»^f«dh« rathe tomta of ^WetMMrf Ami- 
^^^ ™^^the isefctre oftheplaii. 

but not ^S5tSS^ amtob,a,eepSS *^ fl1 P erfmnc » whieh * "H** 1 
J^S^^i iffSX J**™* on gem* or enclosed in gold boies, 

o/* the Koran iWr-LTTf: ™ Koonee (throne) Terse in the second ca*. 

Sk ^miu^iodw^^ S^* 8 rf *« Most High, and b einrmnadb 

•i/jenteaceV, * nawonib T *• piow, u the most esteemed and Trabttne of 
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And by ber Comboloio* lies 

A Koran of illumined dyes; 

And many a bright emblazon'd rhyme 

By Persian scribes redeem'd from time; 9 

And o'er these scrolls, not oft so mute, 

Reclines her now neglected lute ; 

And round her lamp of fretted gold 

Bloom flowers in urns of China's mould; 

The richest work of Iran's loom, 

And Sbecraz' tribute of perfume; - •*. 

All that can eye or sense delight _ 

Are gatntrM in that gorgeous room : 

But ) et it hath jp air of gloom. 
She, of this Peri cell the sprite, 
What doth she hence, and on so rude a sight? 

VI. 
Wrapt in the darkest sable vest, 

Which none save noblest Moslem wear, • 
To guard from winds of heaven the breast 

As heaven itself to Seiim^ear, 
With cautious steps the thicset threading, 

And starting oft, as through the glade 

The gust its' hollow moanings made, 
Till on the smoother pathway treading, 
More free iicr timid b'osom beat, 

The maid pursued her silent guide; 
And though her terror urged retreat, 

How could she quit her Selim's side? 

How teach*her tender lips to chide? 

* Comboloto"— * Turkish rotary. Jtte MSS. partieuMrr? those of the 
Persians, ere riehly adorned and iUuinJPued. The Greek females are kept 
in utter urnownee: but many of the Turkish girls are highly aeeompHshcd, 
though not actually qualified for a Christian coterie; pefhap* some of o«r 
own* Mi**" night not be the worse for Mcacftmg. 
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VII. 
They reach'd at length a grotto hewn 

By nature, but enlarged by art, 
Where oft her lute she wont to tune, 

And oft her Koran conn'd apart; 
And oft in youthful reverie 
She dream'd what Paradise might be; 
Where woman's parted soul shall go 
Her Prophet had disdain'd to show; 
But Selim's mansion was secure, 
Nor deem'd she, could he long endure 
His bower in other worlds of bliss,* # 

Without her, most beloved in this! . 
Oh! who so dear with him could dwell? 
What Houri sooth him half so well? 

VIII. 
Since last she visited the spot 
Some change seem'd wrought within the grot : 
It might be only that the night 
Disguised things seen by betterdight: 
That brazen lamp but diml^lhrew 
A ray of no celestial hue; 
But in a nook within the cell 
Her eye on stranger objects fell. 
There arms were piled, not such as wield 
The turban'd Delis in the field; 
But brands of foreign blade and hilt, 
And one was red— perchance with guilt 1 
Ah! how without can blood be spilt? 
A cup too on the board was set 
That did not seem to holdWerbet. 
What may this mean? she turn'd to see 
Her Selim—" Oh! can this be be?" 
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IX. 

His robe of pride was thrown aside, 

His brow do high-crowo'd turban bore, 
But in its stead a shawl of red, 

Wreath'd lightly round, his temples wore : 
That dagger, on whose hilt the gem 
Were worthy of a diadem, 
No longer glitter'd at bis waist, 
Where pistols unadorn'd were braced; 
And from his belt a sabre swung, 
And from his shoulder loosely hung 
The cloak of white, the thin capote 
That decks the wandering Candiote : 
Beneath — his golden plated vest 
Clung like a cuirass to his breast; 
The greaves below his knee that wound 
With silvery scales were sheathed and bound. 
But were it not that high command 
Spake in his eye, and tone, and hand, 
All that a careless eye could see 
In him was some young Galiongle* 

• 
X. 
" I said I was not what I seem'd; 
And now thou seest my words were true: 
I have a tale thou hast not dream'd, 
If sooth— its truth must others rue. 
My story now 'twere vain to hide, ^ 

I must not see thee Osman's bride: 

• " Ganongee."-or Gationgi, a sailot, thatis,a Tt^«/Aailor,th» Greeks 
navigate, the Turks work the guns.— Their drew is picturesque; and I hare 
seen the Captata Pacha more than onee wearing it as a kind of inag .— 
Their legs noiBver are generally naked. The buskins described in the 
text as sheathed behind with silver, are those of an Arnaut robber, who was 
ray hatt (he had quitted the profession) at his Pyrgo, near Gastotmiin the 
Morea; they were plated in scales one over the other, like the back of an 
armadillo. 
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But had not thine own tips declared 
How much of that young heart I shared, 
I could not, most not, yet have shown 
The darker secret of my own. 
In this I speak not now of lore; 
That, let time, truth, and peril prove: 
But first— Oh! never wed another — 
Zuleika! I am not thy brother! *\ 

• 
XL 
" Oh! not my brother!— yet unsay — 

God! am I left alooe on earth 
To mourn — I dare not curse — the day 

That saw my solitary birth? 
Oh! thou wilt love me now no more! 

My sinking heart foreboded ill; 
But know me all 1 was before, 

Thy sister— friend — Zuleika still. 
Thou led'st me here perchance to kill ; 

If thou hast cause of vengeance, see! 
My breast is offer'd — take thy fill! 

Far better with the dead to be 

Than live thus nothing now to thee: 
Perhaps far worse, for now I know 
Why Giaffir always seem'd thy foe* 
And I, alas! am Giaffir's child, 
For whom thou wert contemn'd, reviled. 
If not thjfeister— woukTst thou save 
My life, Oh! bid me be thy slave!" 

XII. 4 

",My slave, Zulieka!— nay, I'm thine: 
But, gentle love, this transport cairn* 
Thy lot sbah yet be link'd with mine; 
J swear it bj our Prophet's shrine, 
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And be that thought thy sorrow's balm. 
So may the Koran* Terse display'd 
Upon its steel direct my blade, 
In danger's hour to guard us both, 
As I preserve that awful oath! 
The name in which thy heart hath prided 

Must change; but, my Zulieka, know, 
That tie is widen'd, not divided, 

Although thy Sire's my deadliest foe. 
My father was to Giaffir all 

That Selim late was deem'd to thee; 
That brother wrought a brother's fall, 

But spared, at least, my infancy; 
And lull'd me with a vain deceit 
That yet a like return may meet: 
He rear'd me, not with tender help, 

But like the nephew of a Cain ;f 
He watch'd me like a lion's welp, 

That gnaws and yet may break the chain. 

My father's blood in every vein 
Is boiling; but for thy dear sake 
No present vengeance will I take; 

Though here I must no more remain. 

• The character* on all Turkish scimitars contain sometimes die name 
of the place of their inanufheture, but more generally a text from the 
Koran, in letters of gold. Amongst those in my possession is one with a 
blade of singular construction; it is very broad, and the edge notched into 
terpentine carves like the ripple of water, or the wavering of the flame. I 
asked the Armenian who sold it, what possible use such a figure eouW add: 
he said, m Italian, that he did not know; hot the Mussulmans bad an idea 
that those of this Arm gave a severer wound; and liked it becsBse it was 
**Jfcn fqjsee." I did not much admire the reason, but bought it for Us ]ieeu- 
Uarity. 

tit is to be observed, that every allusion to any thing or personage in 
the Old Testament, such as the Ark, or Cain, is equally the privilege of 
Mussulman and Jew: indeed the former profess to be much better acquaint- 
ed with die Kves true and fabulous of the patriarchs, than is warrant**! by 
our own Sacred wnt, and not content with Adam, they have* biography 
of Pre-Adamites. Solomon is the monarch of all necromaiicyrond Moses 
a prophet inferior only to Christ and Mahomet. Zulieka is the Persian 
name of Potiphar's wife, and her amour wHh low^ cawtfa&Mx* ***T* 
the finest poems in their language. ltVtU»ctt:foi«m'vVQtotaa«K> "■'*'" 
to pat the names of Cain, or Noah, into the mouth of %. Utariftsa* 
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But first, beloved Zulieka! hear 
How Giafier wrought this deed of fear. 

XIII. 
" How first their strife to rancour grew, 

If love or envy made them foes. 
It matters little if I knew ; 
In fiery spirits, slights, though few 

And thoughtless, will disturb repose. 
In war Abdallah's arm was strong, 
RememberM yet in Bosniac song, 
And Paswan's* rebel hordes attest 
How little love they bore such guest : 
His death is all I need relate, 

a 

The stern effect of Giaffir's hate; 
And how my birth disclosed to me, 
Whate'er beside it makes, hath made me free* 

XIV. 

" When Paswan, after years of strife, 

At last for power, but first for life, ..' 

In Widin's walls too proudly sate, 

Our Pachas rallied round the state ; 

Nor last nor least in high command 

Each brother led a separate band ; m 

They gave their horsetailsf to the wind; . 

And mustering in Sophia's plain 
Their tents were pitch 'd, their posts assign'd; 
To one, alas! assign'd in vain! 4 * 

What need of words? the deadly bowl, 

By Giaffir's order drugged and given, 
With venom subtle as his soul, 

rtl^Cu 1 08lw ^ *££ of . W1 ? n ' who Aw the Iwt yean of his life let 
the whole power of the Porte at defiance. 

t HonetMil, tbe standard of a Pacha. 
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Dismiss 'd Abdallah's hence to heaven. 
Reclined and feverish in the bath, 

He, when the hunter's sport was up, 
But little deem'd a brother's wrath 

To quench his thirst had such a cup: 
The bowl a bribed attendant bore; 
He drank one draught,* nor needed more! 
If thou my my tale, Zuleika doubt, 
Call Haroun— he can tell it out. 

XV. 

" The deed once done, and Paswan's feud 

In part suppressed, though ne'er subdued, r 

Abdallah's Pachalick was gain'd: 

Thou know'st not what in our Divan 

Can wealth procure for worse than man — 1 

Abdallah's honours were obtain'd 

By him a bather's murder, stain'd; 

'Tis true, the purchase nearly drain'd 

His ill got treasure, soon replaced. 

Would'st question whence? Survey the waste, 

And ask the squalid peasant how 

His gains repay his broiling brow! — 

Why me the stern usurper spared, 

Why thus with me bis palace shared, 

I know not Shade, regret, remorse, 

And little fear from infant's force; 

Besides, adoption as a son 

By him whom heaven accorded none, 

Or some unknown cabal, caprice, 

Preserved me thus; — but not in peace: 

* °.!* iBr ^ PI,lcl !S of A «*yro c "t°» « Scutari, I as not rare which, wis 
*? u ?£?v Uke] l off ^ the Albanian All, m the manner described in the text. 
All Pacha, while I was in tbe country, married the daughter of hit ric- 
tim, some yean after ike etent bad taken place at ab«&t&.*«^»«pt N&*<- 
anpole. The poison was niixedmtbecupof^ottee^^^Saw*^^ 
fere the sherbet 67 Ae bath-keeper, after drata* 
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He cannot curb his haughty mood, 
Nor I forgive a father's blood. 

XVI. 

" Within thy father's house are foes; 

Not all who break his bread are true: 
To these should I my birth disclose, 

His days, bis very hours were few : 
They only want a heart to lead,* 
A hand to point them to the deed. 
But Haroun only knows, or knew 

Tbis tale, whose close is almost nigh: 
He in Ahdallah's palace grew, 

And held that post in his Serai 

Which holds he here — he saw him die : 
But what could single slavery do? 
Avenge his lord? alas! too late; 
Or sa ve his son from such a fate? A 

He chose the last, and when elate, 

With foes subdued, or friends betray'd; 
Proud Giaffir in high triumph sate, 
He led me helpless to his gate, 

And not in vain it seems essay 'd 

To save the life for which he pray'd. 
The knowledge of my birth secured 

From all and each, but most froohne; 
Thus Giaffir's safety was ensured. 

Removed be too from Roumelie 
To this our Asiatic side, 
Far from our seats by Danube's tide, 

With none but Haroun, who retains 
Such knowlegde — and that Nubian feels 

A tyrant's secrets are but chains, 
Prom which the captive gladly steals, 
And this and more to me reveaU; 
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Such still to guilt just Alii sends 
Slaves, tools, accomplices— no friends! 

XVII. 
" All this, Znlieka, harshly sounds ; 

But harsher still my tale must he: 
Howftr my tongue thy softness wounds, 

Tet I must prove all truth to thee. 

I saw thee start this garb to see, 
Yet is it one I oft have worn, 

And long must wear: this Galioogee, 
To whom thy plighted vow is sworn, 

1 8 leader of those pirate hordes, 

Whose laws and lives are on their swords; 
To* hear whose desolating tale 
Would make thy waning cheek more pale: 
Those arms thou see'st my band have brought, 
Tbe hands that wield are not remote; 
This cup too for tbe rugged knaves 

Is filPd— once quafTd, they ne'er repine: 
Our Prophet might forgive the slaves ; 

They're only infidels in wine. 

XVIII. 

" What could I be? Proscribed at home, 

And taunted to a wish to roam; 

And listless left — for Giaffir's fear 

Denied the courser and the spear — 

Though oft— Oh, Mahomet! how oft!— 

In full Divan the despot scoff 'd, 

As if my weak unwilling band 

Refused the bridle or the brand: 

He ever went to war alone, 

And pent me here untried— unkiuwnv 
rOL. n.—o 
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To Haroun's care with women left, 

By hope unblest, of fame bereft. 

While thou — whose softness long endear'd, 

Though it unmann'd me, still had cheerM— 

To Brusa's walls for safety sent, 

Awaited'st there the field's event. 

Haroun, who saw my spirit pining ^ 

Beneath inaction's sluggish yoke, * 
His captive, though with dread resigning, 

My thraldom for a season broke, 
On promise to return before 
The day when Giaffir's charge was o'er. 
'Tis vain — my tongue can not impart 
My almost drunkenness of heart, 
When first this liberated eye 
Surrey'd Earth, Ocean, Sun, and Sky, 
As if my spirit pierced them through, 
And all their inmost wonders knew! 
One word alone can paint to thee 
That more than feeling — I wasJTree! 
E'en for thy presence ceased to pine; 
The world — nay—Heaven itself was mine! 

XIX. 

" The shallop of a trusty Moor 

Convey'd me from this idle shore; 
I long'd too see the isles that gem 
Old Ocean's purple diadem ; 
I sought by turns, and saw them all;* 

But when and where I join'd the crew, 
With whom I'm pledged to rise or fall, 

When all that we design to do 

Is done, 'twill then be time more meet 

To tell thee, when the tale's complete. 

* The Turkhh notion ofalmoct aU 'vfandi m* confined to the An 
•go, the ms alluded to. 
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XX. 

" 'Tis true, they are a lawless brood, 

Bat rough in form, nor mild in mood; 

And every creed, and every race, 

With them hath found — may find a place: 

Bat open speech, and ready hand, 

Obedience to their chief's command ; 

A soul for every enterprise, 

That never sees with terror's eyes; 

Friendship for each, and faith to all, 
And vengeance vow'd for those who nil, 
Have made them fitting instruments 
For more than ev'n my own intents. 
And some — and I have studied all 
Duti^Mf™ the ,«.*„*«*, .;■*■ 

Bat chiefly to my council call ;^' .. j^*j '* ) 

The wisdom of the cautious Frank— * V ^ .4* 

And some to higher thoughts aspire, ■ '!?» 

The last of LambreV patriots there 
Anticipated freedom share; 
And oft around the cavern fire 
On visionary schemes debate, 
To snatch the Rayahsf from their fate. • * 
So let them ease their hearts with prate 
Of equal rights, which man ne'er knew; 
I have a love for freedom too. 
Ay! let me like the ocean-Patriarchf roam, 
Or only know on land the Tartar's home.'H 

*l4unbMCanzani,« Greek, fiunoni for lui effort* In 1 7 W—«0 for th« in- 
dependence of hit country: abandoned by the Romans, be became a pi- 
rate, and the Archipelago wu tbe scene of Mi enterprise*. He b add to 
be still aftre at Petersborg. He and Riga are the two most celebrated of 
the Greek rerotationbts; 

t - Rayahs," all who pay the capitation tax, called the " Haratcb." 

* This first of voyages Is one of the few with which the Mussulmans pro- 
fess much aoanaintanee. 

I The wandering; If e of the Arabs, Tartan, and Turkomans, will be 
fta^ weUdsttiQed # hianybookof Eastern trvreh. Tftift* vwm * o * 
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My tent on shore, my galley on the sea, 

Are more than cities and Serais to me: 

Borne by my steed, or wafted my sail, 

AcrosB the desert, or before the gale, 

Bound where thou wilt, my barb! or gIide L my prow! 

But be the star that guides the wanderer, Thonl 

Thou, my Zulieka, share and bless my bark; 

The Dove of peace and promise to mine ark! 

Or, since that hope denied in worlds of strife, 

Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life! 

The evening beam that smiles the clouds away, 

And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray! 

Blest — as the Muezzin's strain from Mecca's wall 

To pilgrims pure and prostrate at his call; 

Soft — as the melody of youthful days, 

That steals the trembling tear of speechless praise; 

Dear — as his native song to Exile's ears, 

Shall sound each tone thy long-loved voice endears. 

For thee in those bright isles is built a bower 

Blooming as Aden* in its earliest hour. 

A thousand swords, with Selim's heart and hand, 

Wait — wave—defend — destroy — at thy command! 

Girt by my band, Zulieka at my side, 

The spoil of nations shall bedeck my bride. 

The Haram's languid years of listless ease 

Are well resign'd for cares — for joys like these: 

Not blind to fate, I see, where'er I rove, 

Unnumber'd perils — but one only love! 

Yet well my toils shall that fond breast repay, 

Though fortune frown, or falser friends betray. 

How dear the dream m darkest hours of ill, 

Should all be changed, to find thee faithful still! 

charm peculiar to itself cannot be denied. A young French renendocon* 
leased to Chateaubriand, that he never found himself alone, galloping in 
the Artert, without a sensation approaching to rapture, which was indc 
scribttble. ' 

* " JMmmtal Aden,* 9 the perpetual aMe, the itawotan^ Vacating 
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Be but thy soul, tike Selim's, firmly shown; 
To thee be Selim's tender as thine own; 
To sooth each sorrow, share in each delight, 
Blend every thought, do all— -but disunite! 
Once free, 'tis mine our horde again to guide; 
Friends <o each other, foes to ought beside: 
Yet there we follow Jbut the bent assign'd 
By fatal Nature to man's warring kind: • 

Mark! where his carnage and bis conquests cease! 
He makes a solitude, and calls it — peace! 
I like the rest must use my skill or strength, 
But ask no land beyond my sabre's length: 
Power sways but by division—her resource 
The blest alternative of fraud or force! 
Ours be the last; in time deceit may come 
When cities cage us in a social home: 
There ev'n thy soul might err — how oft the heart 
Corruption shakes which peril could not part! 
And woman, more than man, when death or wo 
Or even Disgrace would lay her lover low, 
Sunk in the lap of Luxury will shame- 
Away suspicion!— -not Zuleika's name! 
But life ib hazard at the best; and here 
No more remains to win, and much to fear: 
Yes, fear! — the doubt, the dread of losing thee, 
By Osman's power, and Giaffir's stern decree. 
That dread shall vanish with the favouring gale, 
Which Love to-night hath promised to my sail: 
No danger daunts the pair his smile hath blest, 
Fheir steps still roving, but their hearts at rest 
With thee all toils are sweet, each clime hath charms; 
Sarth — sea alike —our world within our arms! 
ty — let the loud winds whistle o'er the deck, 
Jo that those arms cling closer round my neck: 

o2 
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The deepest murmur of this lip shall be 
No sigh for safety, but a prayer for thee! 
The war of elements no fears impart 
To Lore, whose deadliest bane is human Art: 
There lie the only rocks our course can check; 
Here moments menace — there are years of wreck! 
Bu^ hence ye thoughts that rise in*Horror's shape! 
This hour bestows, or ever bars escape. 
Few words remain of mine my tale to close ; 
Of thine but one to waft us from our foes; 
Yea — foes — to me will Giaffir's hate decline? 
And is not Osman, who would part us, thine? 

XXI. 
" His head and faith from doubt and death 
Return'd in time my guard to save; 
Few heard, none told* that o'er the wave 
From isle to isle I roved the while: 
And since, though parted from my band 
Too seldom now I leave the land, 
No deed they've done, nor deed shall do, 
Ere I have heard and doom'd it too: 
I form the plan, decree the spoil, 
'Tis fit I oftener share the toil. 
But now too long I've held thine ear; 
Time presses, floats my bark, and here 
We leave behind but hate and fear. 
To-morrow Osman with his train 
Arrives — to-night must break thy chain: 
And would 'st thou save that haughty Bey, 
Perchance, his life who gave thee thine, 
With me this hour away— away! 
But yet, though thou art plighted mine, 
Would'st thou recal thy willing vow, 
AppaJl'd by truths imparted now, 
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lore rest I — not to see thee wed: 
Jut be that peril on my head!" 

XXII. 
Zuleika, mate and motionless, 
stood like that statue of distress, 
Yhen, her last hope for ever gone. 
The mother hardened into stone; 
\1I in the maid that eye could see 
•Yas but a younger Niob£. 
3ut ere her lip, or even her eye, 
Essay'd to speak, or look reply, 
Beneath the garden's wicket poroh • 

Par flash'd on high a blazing torch! 
Another — and another — and another — 
' Oh! fly — no more — yet now my more than brother!" 
Par, wide, through every thicket spread, 
The fearful lights are gleaming red; 
Nor these alone — for each right hand 
fs ready with a sheathless brand. 
They part, pursue, return, and wheel 
With searching flambeau, shining steel; 
And last of all, his sabre waving, 
Stern Giaffir in bis fury raving; • - 

And now almost they touch the cave — 
Oh! must that grot be Selim's gravel 

XXIII. 
Dauntless he stood— " 'Tis come — soon past- 
One kiss, Zuleika— 'tis my last: 

But yet my band not far from shore 
May hear this signal, see the flash; 
Yet now too few — the attempt were rash : 

No matter— yet one effort more*" 
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Forth to the cavern month be stept; 

His pistol's echo rang on high. 
Zuleika started not, nor wept, 

Despair benumb'd her breast and eye.'— 
•' They hear me not, or if they ply 
Their oars, His but to see me die; 
That sound hath drawn my foea more nigh* 
Then forth my father's scimitar, 
Thou ne'er hast seen less equal war! 
Farewell, Zuleika! — Sweet! retire: 

Yet stay within — here linger safe, 

At thee his rage will only chafe. 
Stir not— lest even to thee perchance 
Some erring blade or ball should glance. 
Fear'st thou for him?— may I expire 
If in this strife I seek thy sire! 
No— though by him that poison pour'd; 
No— though again he call me coward! 
But tamely shall I meet their steel 1 
No— as each crest save his may feel!'" 

XXIV. 
One bound he made, and gain'd the sand: 

Already at his feet hath sunk 
The foremost of the prying band; 

A gasping head, a quivering trunk: 
Another falls — but round him close 
A swarming circle of his foes; ' 
From right to left his path he cleft, 

And almost met the meeting ware: 
His boat appears — not five oars' length — 
His comrades strain with desperate strength—- 

Oh! are they yet in time to save? 

His feet the foremost breakers lave; 
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His band are plunging" in the bay, 
Their sabres glitter through the spray; 
Wet — wild — unwearied to the strand 
Tbey struggle— now they touch the land ! 
They c"bme— 'tis but to add to slaughter — 
His heart's best blood is on the water! 

XXV. 

Escaped from shot, unharm'd by steel, 
Or scarcely grazed its force to feci, 
Had Selim won, bctray'd, beset. 
To where the strand and billows met: 
There as his last step left the land, 
And the lost death-blow dealt his hand— 
Ah! wherefore did he turn to look 

For her his eye but sought in vain? 
That pause, that fatal gaze he took, 

Hath doom'd his death, or nVd his chain. 
Sad proof, in peril and in{>ain, 
How late will Lover's hope remain! 
Hjs back was to the dashing spray; 
Behind, but close, his comrades lay, 
When, at the instant, hiss'd the ball — 
" So may the foes of Giaffir fall!" 
Whose vojee is beard 1 whose carbine rang? 
Whose bullet through the night-air sang, 
Too nearly, deadly aim'd to err? 
*Tis thine — Abdallah's Murderer! 
The father slowly rued thy hate, 
The son hath found a quicker fete: 
Fast from his breast the blood is bubbling, 
The whiteness of the sea-foam troubling— 
If aught his lips essay 'd to groan; 
The rushing billows choak'd the toutf. 
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XXVI. 
Morn slowly rolls the clouds away; 

Few trophies of the fight are there: 
The shouts that shook the midnight-bay 
Are silent; but some signs of fray * 

That strand of strife may bear, 
And fragments of each shiver'd brand; 
Steps Btamp'd; and dash'd into the sand 
The print of many a struggling hand 

May there be mark'd; nor far remote 

A broken torch, an earless boat; 
And tangled on the weeds that heap m 

The beach where shelving to the deep 

There lies a white Capote! 
^Tis rent in twain— one dark-red stain 
The ware yet ripples o'er in vain: 

But where is he who wore? 
Ye! who would o'er his relics weep 
Go, seek them where the surges sweep 
Their burthen round Sigaeum's steep 

And cast on Lemnos' shore: 
The sea-birds shriek above the prey, * 

O'er which their hungry beaks delay, 
As shaken on his restless pillow, 
His head heaves with the heaving billow; 
That hand, whose motion is not life, 
Tet feebly seems to menace strife, 
Flung by the tossing tide on high, 

Then levell'd with the wave— 
What recks it, though that corse shall lie 

W ithin a living grave? 
The bird that tears that prostrate form 
Hath only robb'd the meaner worm 
The only heart, the only eye 
Had bled or wept to see him die, 
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Had seen those scatter'd limbs composed, 
And mourn'd above his turban-stone,* 

That heart hath bunt — that eye was closed- 
Yea— closed befine his own! 

XXVII. 
By Helle's stream there is a voice of wail! 
And woman's eye is wet— man's cheek is pale: 
Zuleika! last of Giaffir's race, 

Thy destin'd lord is come too late; * 
He sees not — ne'er shall see thy face! 

Can he not bear 
The load Wul-wullehf warn his distant ear? 
Thy handmaids weeping at the gate, 
The Koran-chanters of the hymn of fate, 
- The silent slaves with folded arms that wait. 
Sighs in the hall, and shrieks upon the gale, 

TeU him thy tale! 
Thou didst not view thy Selim fall! 
That fearful moment when he left the cave 
Thy heart grew chill: 
He was thy hope — thy joy — thy love— thine all— 
And that last thought on him thou could'st not save 

Sufficed to kill; 
Burst forth in one wild cry— and all was still. 

Peace to thy broken heart, and virgin grave! 
Ah! happy! but of life to lose the worst! 
That grief— though deep— though fatal — was thy first! 
Thrice happy! ne'er to feel nor fear the force 
Of absence, shame, pride, hate, revenge, remorse! 
And oh! that pang where more than Madness lies! 
The worm that will not sleep— and never dies; 

* Aj tartan a Mired in stone above the graves of mm only. 
t The death-song of the Turkish women. The " ritem ifcvraP vt»^» 
men whose notions of decorum forbid compliant. \xv jrabtc. 
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Thought of the gloomy day and ghastiy night, 
That dreads the darkness, and yet loathes the light, 
That winds around, and tears the quivering heart! 
Ah! wherefore not consume it — and depart! 

Wo to thee, rash and unrelenting chief! 
Vainly thou heap'st the dust upon thy bead, 
Vainly the sackcloth o'er thy limbs dost spread 
By that same hand Abdallah^-Selim bled. 
Now let it tetr thy beard in idle grief: 
Thy pride of heart, thy bride fur Osman's bed, 
She, whom thy sultan had but seen to wed, 
Thy Daughter's dead! 
Hope of thioe age, thy twilight's lonely beam, 
The Star hath set that shone on Helle's stream. 
What quench'd its ray? — the blood that thou hast shed! 
Hark! to the hurried question of Despair: 
Where is my child?" an Echo answers— " Where?"- 



<t 
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Within the place of thousand tombs 

That shine beneath, while dark above 
The sad but living cypress glooms 

And withers not, though branch and leaf 
Are stamp'd with an eternal grief, 

Like early unrequited Love, 
One spot exists, which ever blooms, 

E'en in that deadly grove — 
A single rose is shedding there 

* " I came to the place of my birth ami cried. ' The friends of rev 
youth, where are they? and an Echo answered, * Where are thcyF M 
From an Arabic MS. 

The aboTe quotation (from which the idea in the text is taken) mast be 

already familiar to every reader— it it given in the first annotation, page 

67, of** The Pleasures of Memory;" a poera 'so- well known as to render a 

refcnnec almost superfluous; but to whose pages all will be delighted to 

recur. 
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Its lonely lustre, meek and pale : 
It looks as planted by Despair- 
So white s o faint— the slightest gale 
Might whirl the leares on high; 

And yet, Chough storms and blight assail, 
And hands more rude than wintry sky 

May wring it from the stem— in vain- 
To-morrow sees it bloom again! 
The stalk some spirit gently rears, 
And waters with celestial tears; 

For well may maids of Helle deem 
That this can be no earthly flower, 
Which mocks the tempest's withering hoar, 
And buds unsheltered by a bower; 
Nor droops, though spring refuse her shower, 

Nor woos the summer beam: 
To it the livelong night there sings 

A bird unseen— but not remote: 
Invisible his airy wings, 
But soft as harp that Houri strings 

His long entrancing note! 
It were the Bulbul; but his throat, 

Though mournful, pours not such a strain; 
For they who listen cannot leave 
The spot, but linger there and grieve 

As if they loved in vain! 
And yet so sweet the tears they shed, 
9 Tis sorrow so unmix'd with dread, 
They scarce can bear the morn to break 

That melancholy spell, 
And longer yet would weep and wake, 

He sings so wild and well! 
But when the day-blush bursts from high 
Expires that magic melody. 

70L. u.-—r 
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And some have been who could believe 
(So fondly youthful dreams deceive, 

Fet harsh be they that blame) 
Tbat note so piercing and profound 
Will shape and syllable its sound 

Into Zuleika's name.* 
"lis from her cypress' summit heard, 
That melts in air the liquid word: 
'Tis from her lowly virgin earth 
That white rose takes its tender birth. 
There late was laid a marble stone; 
Eve saw it placed — the Morrow gone! 
It was no mortal arm that bore 
That deep-fix'd pillar to the shore; 
For there, as Helle's legends tell, 
Next morn 'twas found where Selim fell; 
Lash'd by the tumbling tide, whose wave 
Denied his bones a holier grave: 
And there by night, reclined, 'tis said, 
Is seen a ghastly turban'd head: 
And hence extended by the billow, 
'Tis named the " Pirate-phantom's pillow!" 
Where first it lay that mourning flower 
Hath dourish'd; flourishelh this hour, 
Alone and dewy, coldly pure and pale; 
As weeping BAuty's cheek at Sorrow's tale! 

* ** And airy tongues that syllable men's names,"— MOt9iu 
For a belief that the tools of the dead inhabit the form of birds, we 
need not travel to the East. Lord Lyttleton's ghost story, the belief of 
the Duchess of Kendal, that George I. flew into her window in the shape 
of a raven ([see Orfoni's Reminiscences,) and many other 'nsfrn w* , bring 
this superstition nearer home. The most singular was the wnfan of a 
Worcester lady, who believing her daughter to exist in the shav* of • 
singing bird, literally furnished her pew m the Cathedral with cages lull 
of the Kind; and as she was rich, and a benefactress in beautifymff the 
church.no objection was made to her harmless folly.— Tor this anecdote. 
see OrfonTs Letters. * " 
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PARISINA. 



The following poem is grounded on a circumstance mention- 
ed in Gibbon's " Antiquities of tbe House of Brunswick."— I am 
aware, that in modern times the delicacy or fastidiousness of the 
reader may deem such subjects unfit for tbe purposes of poetry. 
The Greek dramatists, and some of the best of our old English 
writers, were of a different opinion; as Alfieri and Schiller hare 
also been, more recently, upon the continent The following ex- 
tract will explain the facts on which the stdrV is founded. The 
name of J&zo is substituted for Nicholas, as more metrical.' 

" Under the reign of Nicholas III, Ferrara was polluted with 
a domestic tragedy. By the testimony of an attendant, and his 
own observation, the Marquis of Este discovered the incestuous 
lores of his wife Parisina, and Hugo his bastard son, a beautiful 
and valiant youth. They were beheaded in the castle by the sen- 
tence of a father and husband, who published his shame, and sur- 
vived their execution. He was unfortunate, if they were guilty; 
if they were innocent, he was still more unfortunate; nor is there 
any possible situation in which I can sincerely approve the last 
act of the justice of a parent Gibbon's Miscellaneous Works, 
vol S, p. 470, new edition. 

I. 

It is the hour when from tbe boughs 

The nightingale's high note is heard; 
It is the hoar when lovers' vows 

Seem sweet in every whisperM word: 
And gentle winds, and waters near, 
Make music to the lonely ear. 

?2 
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Each flower the dews have lightly wet, 

And in the sky the stars are met, 

And on the wave is deeper blue, 

And on the leaf a browner hue, 

And in the heaven that clear obscure, 

So softly dark, and darkly pure, 

Which follows the decline of day, 

As twilight melts beneath the moon away.* 

II. 
But it is not to list to the waterfall 
That Parisina leaves her hall, 
And it is not to gaze on the heavenly light 
That the lady walks in the shadow of night; 
And if she sits in Este's bower, 
'Tis not for the sake of its full-blown flower — 
She listens — but not for the nightingale — 
Though her ear expects as soft a tale. 
There glides a step through the foliage thick, 
And her cheek grows pale — and her heart beats quick. 
There whispers a voice through the rustling leaves, 
And her blush returns, and her bosom heaves: 
A moment more— and they shall meet— 
'Tis past — her lover's at her feet. . # 

III. 
And what unto them is the world beside 
With all its change of time and tide? 
Its living things — its earth and sky — 
Are nothing to their mind and eye. 
And heedless as the dead are they 

9 The lines contained in section I were printed as set to musk 
time since: bat belonged to the poem where they now appear, the greater 
part of which waseomposed prior to u Lara,** and other competitions ' — 
published. 
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Of aught around, aboye, beneath; 
As if all else had pass'd away, 

They only for each other breathe ; 
Their very sight are full of joy 

So deep, that did it Dot decay 
Tbaypppy madness would destroy 

The hearts which feel its fiery sway : 
Of guilt, of peril, do tbey deem 
In that tumultuous tender dream? 
Who that have felt that passion's power, 
Or paused, or fear'd in such an hour? 
Or thought how brief such moments last? 
But yet—they are already past! % 

Alas! we must awake before 
We know such vision comes no more. 

IV. 

With many a lingering look they leave 

The spot of guilty gladness past; 
And though they hope, and vow, they grieve, * 

As if that parting were the last 
The frequent sigh—the long embrace 

The lip that there would cling for ever, 
While gleams on Parisina's face 

The Heaven she fears will not forgive her, 
As if each calmly conscious star 
Beheld her frailty from afar— 
The frequent sigh, the long embrace, 
Yet binds them to their trysting-place. 
But it must come, and they must part 
In fearful heaviness el heart, 
With all the deep and shuddering chill 
Which follows fcst the deeds of ill. 
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V. 

And Hugo is gone to his lonely bed, 

To covet there another's bride; 
But she must lay her conscious head 

A husband's trusting heart beside. 
Bat ferer'd in her sleep she seems, 
And red her cheek with troubled dreams, 

And mutters she in her unrest 
A name she dare not breathe by day, 

And clasps her Lord unto the breast 
Which pantB for one airay: 

«d he to that embrace awakes, 
d, happy in the thought, mistakes 
That dreaming* sigh, and warm caress, 
For such as he was wont to bless; 
And could fc very fondness weep 
O'er her who loves him even in sleep. 

VI. 

He clasp'd her sleeping to his heart, 
And listened to each broken word: 
He hears — why doth Prince Azo start, 
As if the Archangel's voice he heard? 
And well he may — a deeper doom 
Could scarcely thunder o'er his tomb, 
When he shall wake to sleep no more, 
And stand the eternal throne before. 
And well he may — his earthly peace 
Upon that sound is doom'd to cease. 
That sleeping whisper of a name 
Bespeaks her guilt and Azo's shame. 
And whose that name? that o'er bis pillow 
Sounds fearful as the breaking billow, 
Which rolls the plank upon the shore, 
And dashes on the pointed tock 
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The wretch who sinks to rise no more, — 
•* So came upon his soul the shock. 
And whose that name? 'tis Hugo's,— his — 
In sooth he had not deem'd of this!— 
'Tis Hugo's, — he, the child of one 
He loved — his own all-evil son — 
The offspring of his wayward ^routh, 
When he betray M Bianca's truth, 
The maid whose folly could confide 
In him who made her not his bride. 

VIL 

He pluck' d his poniard in its sheath, 
But sheatlftl it ere the point was bare — 

Howe'er unworthy now to breathe, 
tie could not slay a thing so fair— 
At least, not smiling — sleeping — there — 

Nay, more : — he did not wake her then, 
But gazed upon her with a glance 
Which, had she roused her from her trance, 

Had frozen her sense to sleep again— 

And o'er his brow the burning lamp * 

Gleam'd on the dew-drops big and damp. 

She spake no more— but still she sluraber'd — 

While, in his thought, her days are n umber M. 

■ • 

VIII. 
And with the morn he sought, and found, 
In many a tale from those around, 
The proof of all he fear'd to know, 
Their present guilt, his future wo; 
The long conniving damsels seek 
To save themselves, and would transfer 
The guilt— the shame— the doom— to Y&t -. 
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Concealment is no more — they speak 
All circumstance which may compel 
Full credence to the tale they tell: 
And Azo'b tortured heart and ear 
Have nothing more to feel or hear. 

M. 

He was not one who brook'd delay : 

Within the chamber of his state, 
The chief of Este's ancient sway 

Upon his throne of judgment sate; 
His nobles and his guards are there, — 
Before him is the sinful pair; 
Both young, — and one bow passing fair! 
With swordless belt, and fettered hand, 
Oh, Christ! that thus a son should stand 

Before a father's face! 
Yet thus must Hggo meet his sire, 
And hear the sentence of his ire, 

The tale of his disgrace!— 
And yet he seems not overcome, 
Although, as yet, his voice be dumb. 

X. 
And still, and pale, and silently 

Did Parisina wait her doom; 
How changed since last her speaking eye 

Glanced gladness round the glittering room, 
Where high-born men were proud to wait- 
Where Beauty watch'd to imitate 

Her gentle voice — her lovely mien— 
And gather from her air and gait 

The graces of its queen: 
Then, — had her eye in sorrow wept, 
* xL ^usand warriors forth ha>d leapt, 
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A thousand swords had sheatbless shone, 

And made her quarrel all their own. ' 

Now, — what is she? and what are they? 

Can she command, or these obey? 

All silent and unheeding now, 

With downcast eyes, and knitting brow, 

And folded arms, and freezing air, 

And lips that scarce their scorn forbear. 

Her knights and dames, her court — is there : 

And be, the chosen one, whose lance 

Had yet been couch'd before her glance, 

Who — were his arm a moment free — 
Had died or gajn'd her liberty; 
The minion of his father's bride, — 
He, too, is fetter 'd by her side; 
Nor sees her swoln and full eye swim • 

Less for her own despair than him : 
Those lids — o'er which the violet vein, 
Wandering, leaves a tender stain, 
Shining through the smoothest white 
That e'er did softest kiss invite — 
Now seem'd with hot and livid glow 
To press, notlihade, the orbs below; 
. Which glance so heavily, and £11, 
As tear on tear grows gathering still. 

XI. 

And he for her had also wept, 

But for the eyes that on him gazed : 
His sorrow, if he felt it, slept; 

Stern and erect his brow was raised. 
Whate'er the grief his soul avow'd, ' 

He would not shrink before the crowd; 
But yet he dared not look on her: 
Remembrance of the hours that wexe— 
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His guilt— his love— his present state— 
His father's wrath — all good men's hate — 
His earthly, his eternal fate — 
And hers,— oh, hers! — he dared not throw 
One look upon that deathlike brow! 
Else had his rising heart betray'd 
Remorse for all the wreck it made. 

XII. 
And Azo spake: — " But yesterday 

I gloried in a wife and son; 
That dream this morning pass'd away; 

Ere day declines, I shall have none. . 
My life must linger on alone; 
Well,— let that pass, — there breathes not one 
Who would not do as I have done : 
Those ties are broken — not by me; 

Let that too pass; — the doom's prepared! 
Hugo, the priest awaits on thee, 

And then — thy crime's reward! 
Away! address thy prayers to Heaven, 

Before its evening stars are met — 
Learn if thou there canst be forgiven; 

Its mercy may absolve thee yet. 
But here, upon the earth beneath, 

There is no spot where thou and I 
Together, for an hour, could breathe* 

Farewell! I will not see thee die- 
But thou, frail thing! shalt view his head — 

Away! I cannot speak the rest: 
Xro! woman of the wanton breast; 
Hot I, but thou his blood dost shed: ■ 

Go! if that sight thou canst outlive, 
And joy thee in the life I give." 
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xm. 

And here stern Azo bid his face — 

For on his brow the swelling vein 

Throbb'd as if back upon bis brain 

The hot blood ebb'd and flowed again; 
And therefore bow'd he for a space; . 
And pass'd his shaking hand along 
His eye, to veil it from the throng; 
While Hugo raised his chained hands, 
And for a brief delay demands 
His father's ear: the silent sire 
Forbids not what his words require. 

" It is not that I dread the death— 
For thou hast seen me by thy side 
All redly through the battle ride, 
And that not once a useless brand 

i 

Thy slaves hare wrested from my hand, 

Hath shed more blood in cause of thine, 

Than e'er can stain the axe of mine: 
Thou gav'st, and may'st resume my breath. 

A gift for which I thank thee not; 

Nor are my mother's wrongs forgot, 

Her slighted love and ruin'd name, 

Her offspring's heritage of shame; 

But she is in the grave, where he, 

Her son, thy rival, soon shall be. 

Her'broken heart— my sever'd head- 
Shall witness for thee from the dead 

How trusty and how tender were 

Thy youthful love — paternal care. 

'Tis true, that 1 have done thee wrong- 
But wrong for wrong — this deem'd thy bride, 
'She other victim of thy .pride, 

Thou know'st for me was destined \oxv^. 

VQL. 1/.— Q 
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Thou saw'st and coveted'st her charms — 
And ivith thy very crime — ray birth, 
Thou taunted'st me — as little wortn; 
A match ignoble for her arms, 
Because, foresooth, I could not claim 
The lawful heirship vf thy name, 
Nor sit on Este's lineal throne: 

Yet, were a few short summers mine, 
My name should more than Este's shiue 
¥7 ith honours all my own. 
I had a sword— and have a breast 
That should have won as haught* a crest 
As ever waved along Che line 
Of all these sovereign sires of thine. 
Not always knightly spurs are worn 
The brightest by the better born; 
And mine have laoced my courser's flank 
Before proud chiefs of priocely rank, 
When charging- to the cheering cry „ 

Of* Este and of Victory!' 
I will not plead the cause of crime, 
Nor sue thee to redeem from time 
A few brief hours or days that must 
At length roll o'er my reckless dust;— 
Such maddening moments as my past, 
They could not, and they did not, last — 
Albeit my birth and name be base, 
And thy nobility of race 
Disdain'd to deck a thing like me — 
Yet in my lineaments they trace 
Some features of my father's face, 
And in my spirit — all of thee. 

* Haught— haughty— « Away, haught man, thou art insulting me? 

&tak«f»eart % Kl£liani 
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From tbee— this tamelessness of heart— 

From thee — nay, wherefore dost thou start?— 

From thee io all their vigour came 

My arm of strength, my soul of flame— 

Thou didst not give me life alone, 

But all that made me more thine own. 

See what thy guilty love hath done! 

Repaid thee with too like a son! 

I am no bastard in my soul, 

For that, like thine, abhorr'd control: 

And for my breath, that hasty boon 

Thou gav'st and wilt resume so soon, 

I valued it uo more thai* thou, 

When rose thy casque above thy brow, 

And we, all side by side, have striven, 

And o'er the dead our coursers driven: 

The past is nothing— and at last 

The future can but be the past; , 

Yet would I that I then bad died; 

For though thou work'dst my mother's ill, 
And made thy own my destined bride, 

I feel thou art my father still; 
And, harsh as sounds thy hard decree, 
Tis not unjust, although from thee. 
Begot in sin, to die in shame, 
My life begun and ends the same: 
As err'd the sire, so err'd the son, 
And thou must punish both in one. 
My crime seems worst to human view, 
But God must judge between in two!" 

XIV. 
He ceased — and stood with folded arms, 
On which the circling fetter* fto\K*Aeo.\ 
And not an ear but felt as wouufaA* J 
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Of all the chiefs that there were rank'd, 
When those dull chains in meeting clank'd ; 
Till Parisina's fatal charms 
Again attracted every eye—; 
Would she thus hear him doom'd to die! 
She stood, I said, all pale and still, 
The living cause of Hugo's ill : • 
Her eyes unmoved, but full and wide, 
Not once had turn'd to either side— 
Nor once did those sweet eyelids close, 
Or shade the glance o'er which they rose, 
But round their orbs of deepest blue 
The circling white dilated grew — 
And there with glassy gaze she stood 
As ice were in her curdled blood; 
But every now and then a tear 
So large and slowly gather'd slid 
From the long dark fringe of that fair lid, 
It was a thing to see, not hear! 
And those who saw, it did surprise, 
Such drops could fall from human eyes. 
To speak she thought — the imperfect note 
Was choked within her swelling throat, 
Yet seein'd in that low hollow groan 
Her whole heart gushing in the tone. 
It ceased — again she thought to speak, 
Then burst her voice in one long shriek, 
And to the earth she fell like stone 
Or statue from its base o'erthrown, 
More like a thing that ne'er had life, — 
A monument of Azo's wife, — 
Than her, that living guilty thing, 
Whose every passion was a sting, 
Which urged to guilt, but could not bear 
That guilt's detection and de&nau. 



PARISINA. 173 

lut yet she lived — and all too soon 

tecover'd from that death-like swoon — 

tut scarce to reason — every sense 

tad been o'crstrung by pangs intense; 

ind each frail fibre of her brain 

A.8 bow-strings, when relax'd by rain, 

'he erring arrow launch aside) 

ent forth her thoughts all wild and wide — 

'he past a blank, the future black, 

Villi glimpses of a dreary track, 

<ike lightning on the desert path, 

Vhen midnight storms are mustering wrath. 

he fearM — she felt that something ill 

jay on her soul, so deep and chill— 

"hat there was sin and shame she knew; 

'hat some one was to die — but who? 

he had forgotten :— did she breathe? 

'ould this be still the earth beneath, 

'he sky above, and men around ; 

)r were they fiends who now so frown'd 

)n one, before whose eyes each eye 

"ill then had smiled in sympathy? 

Ill was confused and undefined 

'olier all-jarr'd and wandering mind: 

i. chaos of wild hopes and fears : 

Ind now in laughter, now in tears, . 

tut madly still in each extreme, 

ihe strove with that convulsive dream; 

'or so it seem'd on her to break: 

>h! vainly must she strive to wake! 

XV. 
The Convent bells are ringing, 
But mournfully and Blow; 

A* 
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Io the gray square turret swinging 

With a deep sound, to and fro. 

Heavily to the heart they go! 
Hark! the hymn is singing — 

The song for the dead below, 

Or the living who shortly shall be so! 
For a departing being's soul 
The death-hymn peals and the hollow bells knoll: 
He is near his mortal goal; 
Kneeling at the Friar's knee; 
Sad to hear — and piteous to see- 
Kneeling on the bare cold ground , 
With the block before and the guards around— 
And the headman with his bare arm ready, 
That the blow may be both swift and steady, 
Feels if the axe be sharp and true — 
Since he set its edge anew; 
While the crowd in a speechless circle gather 
To see the Son fall by the doom of the Father. 

XVI. 

It is a lovely hour as yet 
Before the summer sun shall set, 
Which rose upon that heavy day, 
And mock'd it with his steadiest ray; 
And his evening beams are shed 
Full on Hugo's fated head, 
As his last confession pouring 
To the monk, his doom deploring 
In penitential holiness, 
He bends to hear his accents bless 
With absolution such as may 
Wipe our mortal stains away. 
That high sun on his head did glisten 
' i he there did bow and listen— 
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And the rings of chestnut hair 
CurPd half down his neck so bare; - 
But brighter still the beam was thronn 
Upon the axe which near him shone 
With a clear and ghastly glitter- 
On! that parting hour was bitter! - 
Even the stern stood chill'd with awe: 
Dark the crime, and just the law- 
Yet they shndder'd as they saw. 

'#XVII. 

The parting prayers are said and oyer 
Of that false son — and daring lover! 
His beads and sins are all -recounted, 
His hours to their last minute mounted — 
His mantling cloak before was stripped, 
His bright brown locks must now be clipp'd; 
'Tis done — all closely are they shorn— 
The vest which till this moment worn— 
The scarf which Parisina gave— 
Mast not adorn him to the grave. 
Even that must now be thrown aside, 
And o'er bis eyes the kerchief tied; 
Bat oo— that last indignity 
Shall ne'er approach his haughty eye. 
All feelings seemingly subdued, 
In deep disdain were half renew'd, 
When headman's hands prepared to bind 
Those eyes which would not brook such blind: 
As if they dared not look on death. 
« No— yours my forfeit blood and breath— 
These hands are chain'd — but let me die 
At least with an unshackled eye- 
Strike:" — and as the word he said. 
Upon tbo block he bow'd his head*. 
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These the last accents Hugo spoke : 
" Strike," — and flashing fell the stroke — 
Roll'd the head — and, gushing, sunk 
Back'd the stain'd and heaving- trunk, 
In the dust, which each deep vein 
Slaked with its ensanguined rain; 
His eyes and lips a moment quiver, 
Convulsed and quick — then fix for ever. 

He died, a3 erring man should die, 

Without display, without parlfee ; 

Meekly had he bow'd and pray'd, 

As not disdaining priestly aid, 
Nor desperate of all hope on high. 
And while before the Prior kneeling, 
His heart was wean'd from earthly feeling; 
His wrathful sire — his paramour — 
What were they in such an hour? 
No more reproach — no more despair; 
No thought but heaven — no word but prayer — 
Save the few which from him broke, 
When, bared to meet the headman's stroke, 
He claim'd to die with eyes unbound, 
His sole adieu to those around. 

XVIII. ■ 

Still as the lips that closed in death, 
Each gazer's bosom held his breath ; 
But yet, afar, from man to man, 
A cold, electric shiver ran, 
As down the deadly blow descended 
On him whose life and love thus ended; 
And with a hushing sound comprest, 
A sigh shrank back on every breast; 
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But no more thrilling noise rose there, 
Beyond the blow that to the block 
Pierced through with forced and sullen shook, 

Save one;— what cleaves the silent air 

So madly shrill — so passing wild? 

That, as a mother's o'er her child, 

Done to death by sudden blow, 

To the sky these accents go, 

like a soul's in endless wo. 

Through Asso's palace-lattice driven, 

That horrid voice ascends to heaven. 

And every eye is turned thereon; 

But sound and sight alike are gone! 

It Wat a woman's shriek— and ne'er 

In madlier accents rose despair; 

And those who heard it as it past, 

In mercy wish'd it were the last. 

XIX. 

Hugo is fallen; and, from that hour, 
No more in palace, hall, or bower, 
Was Parisina heard or seen: 
Her name— as if she ne'er had been — 
Was banish'd from each lip and ear, 
Like words of wantonness or fear; 
And from Prince Azo's voice, by none 
Was mention beard of wife or son : 
No tomb— no memory bad they; 
Theirs was unconsecrated clay; 
At least the knight's who died that day. 
But Parisina'8 fate lies hid 
Like dust beneath the coffin lid: 
Whether in convent she abode, 
And won to heaven her dreary toaA, 
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By blighted and remorseful years 

Of scourge, and fast, and sleepless tears; 

Or if she fell by tftwl or steel, 

For that dark love the. dared to feel : 

Or if, upon the moment smote, 

She died by lorlurcs lees remote; 

Like liim she saw upon the block, 

With heart thai shared the headman's shock, 

In quicken'd brokenncss that came, 

In pity o'er her shatter d frame, 

None knew — and none can ever know; 

But whatsoe'er ill end below, 

Her life began and closed in wo!* 
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Or if they were— on his cold eye 
Their growth but glanced unheeded by, 
Or noticed with a smother'd sigh. 
But never tear his cheek descended, 
And never smile his brow unbended, 
And o'er that fair broad brow were wrought 
The intersected lines of thought; 
Those furrows which the burning share 
Of Sorrow ploughs untimely there; 
Scars of the lacerating mind 
Which the Soul's war doth leave behind. 
He was past all mirth or wo: 
Nothing more remain'd below 
But sleepless nights and heavy days, 
A mind all dead to scorn or praise, 
A heart which shunn'd itself — and yet 
That would not yield— nor could forget, , 
Which when it least appear'd to melt, 
Intently thought— intensely felt: 
The deepest ice which ever froze 
Can only o'er the surface close — 
The living stream lies quick below, 
And flows — and cannot cease to flow. 
Still was his seal'd-up bosom haunted 
By thoughts which nature hath implanted ; 
Too deeply rooted thence to vanish, 
Howe'er our stifled tears we banish; 
When struggling as they rise to start, 
We check those waters of the heart, 
They are not dried — those tears unshed 
But How back to the fountain head, 
And resting in their spring more pure, 
For ever in its depth endure, 
Unseen, unwept, but uncongeal'd, 
And cbcrish'd most where least xc\e*Y&. 
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With inward starts of feeling left, 

To throb o'er those of life bereft; 

Without the power to fill again 

The desert gap which made his pain; . 

Without the hope to meet them where 

United souls shall gladness share, 

With all the consciousness that he 

Had only pa9s'd a just decree; 

That they had wrought their* doom of ill; 

Tet Azo's age was wretched still. 

The tainted branches of the tree, -• 

If lopp'd with care, a strength may give*. 

By which the rest shall bloom and live 
All greenly fresh and wildly free: 
But if the lightning, in its* wrath, 
The waving boughs with fury scattye. 
The massy tranff the ruin feels, 
And never more a leaf reveals 
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Rosalind. Farewell, Monsiear Traveller: Look, you lisp, and 
wear straoge suits; disable all the benefits of your own country; 
be out of love with your Nativity, and almost chide God for mak- 
ing you that countenance yon are; or I will scarce think that yoo 
have swam in a Oondote.— Jh You LUu it, Act IV, Sc. 1. 

Annotation of tht Commentators. 

That is, been at Ftufee, which was much visited by the young 
English gentlemen of those, times, and was then what Ports is 
noi — the seat of aJl dissoluteness. — S. A. 



• i. 

'Ti8 known, at least it should be, that throughout 
All countries of the Catholic persuasion,. 

Some weeks before Shrove, Tuesday comes about, 
The people take their fill of recreation, 

And buy repentance, ere they grow devout, 
However high their raulc or low their station, 

With fiddling, feasting, dancing, drinking, ittasuuing, 

And other things which may be had for asking. 

II. 

The moment night with dusky mantle covers 
The skies (and the more, duskily the better), 

The time less liked by husbands than by lovers 
Begins, and prudery flings aside her fetter; 
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And gayety on restless tiptoe hovers, 

Giggling with all the gallants who beset her; 
And there are songs and quavers, roaring, humming. 
Guitars, and every other sort of strumming. 

III. 

And there are dresses splendid but fantastical, 
Masks of all times and nations, Turks and Jews, 

And harlequins and clowns, with feats gymnastics!, 
Greeks, Romans, Yankee-doodles, and Hindoos; 

All kinds of dress, except the ecclesiastical, 
AH people, as their fancies hit, may choose, 

But no one in these parts may quiz the clergy, 

Therefore take head, yo Freethinkers! I charge ye. 

IV. 

You'd better walk about begirt with briers, 
Instead of coat and smallclothes, than put on 

A single stitch reflecting upon friars, ^ 

Although you swore it only was in fun; 

They'd haul yon o'er the coals, and stir the fires 
Of PhlegethoD with every mother's son, 

Nor say one mass to cool the cauldron's bubble 

That boil'd your tones, unless you paid them double* 

V. 

But saving this, you may put on whate'er 
You like by way of doublet, cape, or cloak, 

Such as in Monmouth-atreet, or in Rag Fair, 
Would rig you out in seriousness or joke ; 

And even in Italy such places are 
With prettier names in softer accents spoke, 

For, bating Covent Garden, 1 can hit on 
Nophce that's call'd " Piazza" in Great Britain. 
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VI. 

This feast it named the Carnival, which being 
Interpreted, implies " farewell to flesh j" 

So call'd,, because the name and thing agreeing, 
Through Loot thej live^n fish both salt and fresh. 

But why they usher LenflFith so much glee in, 
Ismiore than I can tell, although I guess 

'Tis as we take a glass with friends at parting, 

In the stage-coach or packet, just at starting. 

VII. 

And thus they bid farewell to carnal dishes, 

And solid meats, and highly spiced ragouts, 
To live for forty days on iJl-dress'd fishes, 
Because tbey have no sauces to their stews, 
A thing which causes many " poohs" and "pishes," 

And several oaths (which would not suit the Muse), 
Prom travellers accustom'd from a boy 
To eat their salmon, at the least, with soy; 

VIJL 

And therefore humbly I would recommend 
" The curious in fish sauce,'* before tbey cross 

The sea, to bid their cook, or wife, or friend, 
Walk or ride to the Strand, and buy in gross 

(Or if set out beforehand, these may send 
By any means least liable to loss), 

Ketchup, Soy, Chili- vinegar, and Harvey, 

Or, by the Lord! a Lent will well nigh starve ye; 

IX. 

That is to say, if your religion's Roman, 

And you at Rome would do as Romans do, 
According to the proverb,— although tvo\xv%.Wt 

aft 
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If foreign, is obliged to fast; and you, 
If proteatant, or sickly, or a woman, 

Would rather dine in sin on a ragout- 
Dine, and be d— d! I dont mean to be coarse* 
But that* ■ the penalty, to buldo worse. 

X. 

Of all the places where the Carnival 

Was most facetious in the days of yore, 
For dance, and song, and serenade, and ball, 

And masque, and mime, and mystery, and more* 
Than I hare time to tell now, or at all, 

Venice the bell from every city bore, 
And at the moment when 1 fix my story, 
That sea-born eity was in all her glory. 

XI. 
They've pretty faces, yet, those same Venetians, 

Black eyes, arch'd brows, land sweet expressions still, 
Such as of old were copied from the Grecians, 

In ancient arts by moderns mimickM ill; 
And like so many Venuses of Titian's, 

(The best's at Florence — see it, if ye will,) 
They look when leaning over the balcony, 
Orstepp'd from out a picture by Giorgione, 

XII. 

Whose tints are truth and beauty at their best, 

And when yon to Manfrini's palace ge, 
That picture (howsoever line the rest) . 

Is loveliest to my mind of all the show; 
It may perhaps be also to your zest, 

And that's the cause I rhyme upon it so, 
'Tis but a. portrait of his son, and wife, 
And self; but such a womaii 1 . Vree V&Y\te\ 
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XIII. 
Love iu full life and length, not love ideal, 

No, nor ideal beauty, that fine name, 
But something better still, bo very real, 

That the sweet model must hare been the same; 
A thing that you would purchase, beg, or steal^ 

Wer't not impossible, besides a shame: 
The face recalls some face, as 'twere with pain, 
You once have seen, but ne'er will see again; 

XIV. 

One of those forms which flit by us, when we 
Arc young, and fix our eyes on every face; 

And, Ob! the loveliness at times we see 
In momentary gliding, the soft grace,'' 

The youth, the bloom, the beauty which Igree, 
•In many a nameless being we retrace, 

Whose course and home we know not, nor shall know. 

Like the lost Pleiad* seen no more below. • 

XV. 

I said that like a picture by Giorgione 
Venetian women were,, and so they ore, 

Particularly seen from a balcony, 
(For beauty's sometimes best set off afar) 

And there, just like a heroine of Goldoni, 

They peep from out the blind, or o'er the bar; 

And, truth to say, they're mostly very pretty, 

And rattier like to show it, more's the pity! 

XVI. 

For glances beget ogles, ogles sighs, 

Sighs wishes, wishes words, and words a letter, 

* Quae tcptem dki tea tmraeiv e»ve MtatiL* MA» 
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Which flies on wings of light-heeled Mercuries, 
Who do such things because they know oo better; 

And then, God knows, what mischief may arise, 
When love links two young people in one fetter, 

Vile assignations, and adulterous beds, 

Elopements, broken vows, and hearts, and heads. 

XVII. 
Shakspeare described the sex in Desdemona 

As very fair, but yet suspect in fame, 
And to this day from Venice to Verona 
Such matters may be probably the same, 
Except that since those times was never known a 

Husband whom mere suspicion could inflame 
To suffocate a wife no more than twenty, 
Because, she nad a " cavalier servente." 

XVIII. 

Their jealousy (if they are ever jealous) 

Is of a fair complexion altogether, 
Not like that sooty devil of Othello's 

Which smothers women in a bed of feather, 
But worthier of these much more jolly fellows. 
When weary of the matrimonial tether 
His head for such a wife no mortal bothers, 
But takes at once another, or another's. 

XIX. 
Did'st ever see a gondola? For fear 

You should not, I'll describe it you exactly : 
'Tis a long cover'd boat that's common here, . 

Carved at tbc prow, built light, but compactly, 
Row'd by two rowers, each called «• Gondolier," 
It glides along the water looking blackly, 
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Just like a coffin clapt in a canoe, 

Where none can make out what you say or do. 

XX. 

And up and down the long canals they go* 

And under the Rialto shoot along, 
By night and day, all paces, swift or slow, 

And round the theatres, a sable throng, 
They wait in their dusk livery of wo, 

But not to them do woful things belong, 
For sometimes they contain a deal of Tun, 
Like mourning coaches when the funeral's done. 

XXI. 
But to my story. — 'Twas some years ago, 

It may be thirty, forty, more or less, 
The carnival was at its height, and so 

Were all kinds of buffoonery and dress; 
A certain lady went to see the show, 

Her real name I know not, nor can guess, 
And so we'll call her Laura, if you please, 
Because it slips into my verse with ease. 

XXII. 

She was not old, nor young, nor at the years 
Which certain people call a " certain age," 

Which yet the most uncertain age appears, 
Because I never heard, nor could engage 

A person yet by prayers, or bribes, or tears, 
To name, define by speech, or write on page, 

The period meant precisely by that word,—- 

Which surely is exceedingly absurd. 
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XXIII. 
Laura was blooming still, had made the best 

Of time, and time returned the compliment, 
And treated her genteely, so that, drest, 

She look'd extremely well where'er she went: 
A pretty woman is a welcome guest,- 

And Laura's brow a frown had rarely bent, 
Indeed she shone all smiles, and seem'd to flatter 
Mankind with her black eyes for looking at her. 

ixiv. 

She was a married woman ; 'tis convenient, 
Because in Christian countries 'tis a rule 

To view their little slips with eyes' more lenient; 
Whereas, if single ladies play the fool, 

(Unless within the period intervenient, 
A well-timed wedding makes the scandal cool) 

I don't know how they ever can get over it, 

Except they manage never to discover it 

XXV. 

Her husband sail'd upon the Adriatic, 
And made some voyages, too, in other seas, 

And when he lay in quarantine for pratique, 
(A forty days' precaution 'gainst disease,) 

His wife would mount, at times, her highest attic, 
For thence she could discern the ship with ease: 

He was a merchant trading to Aleppo, 

His name Guiseppe, called more briefly, Beppo.* 

XXVI. 

He was a man as dusky as a Spaniard, 

Sunburnt with traveL yejL a portly figure; 
Though colour'd, as it were, within a tanyard. 
* Beppo is the Joe of the ltatoan J«*eph. 
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Ho was a perspn both of sense and vigour — 
A belter seaman never yet did man yard : 

And Me, although her manners show'd no rigour. 
Was deem'd a woman of the strictest principle, 
3o much as to be thought almost invincible. 

XXVII. 

Bat several years elapsed since they bad met; 

Some people thought the ship was lost, and some 
That be had somehow blunder'd into debt, 

And did not like the thoughts of steering homr 
And there were several ofter'd any bet, 

Or that he would, or that he would not come 
For most men (till by losing rendered sager) 
Will back their own opinions with a wager. 

XXVIII. 
'Tis said that their last parting was pathetic, 

As partings often are, or ought to be, 
And their presentiment was quite prophetic 

That they should nevermore each other sec. 
(A sort of morbid feeling, half poetic, 

Which I haw known occur in two or three) 
When kneelingnra the shore upon her sad knee. 
He left this Adriatic Ariadne. 

XXIX. 

And Laura waited long, and wept a little, 
And thought of wearing weeds, as well she might. 

She almost lost all appetite for victual, 

And could not sleep with ease alone at night; 

She doem'd the window-frames and shutters brittle 
Against a daring house-breaker or sprite, 

And so sho thought it prudent to cowieicXAte^ 

Witli n vice- husband, chiefly to protect Tver- 
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XXX. 

SLe chose, f and what is there thev will not choose. 

If only yon will but oppose their choice?) 
Till Beppo should return from his long' cruise, 

And bid once more her faithful heart reioice. 

« 

A man some women like, and yet abuse — 
A coxcomb w*3 lie by the public voice; 
A count of wealth they said, as well as quality. 
And in his pleasures of great liberality. 

XXXI. 

And then lie was a count, and then he knew 
Music, and dancing, fiddling, French and Tuscan; 

The last not easy, be it known to you, 
For few Italians speak the right Etruscan. 

lie was a critic upon operas, too, 

And knew all niceties of the sock and buskin: 

And no Venetian audience could endure a 

Song, scene, or air, when he cried " seccatara. : 



» 
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His " bravo" was decisive, for that sound 
Hush'd " academie," sigh'd in silent awe; 

The fiddlers trembled as he look'd around, 
For fear of some false note's detected flaw. 

The " prima donna's" tuneful heart would bound: 
Dreading the deep damnation of his " bah! ,, 

Soprano, basso, even the contra-alto, 

Wish'd him five fathom under the Rialto. 

XXXIII. 
He patronised the Improvisator^ 

JVay, could himself extemporise some stanzas, 
Wrote rhymes, sang songs, coxi\&*\to\&\.\* story. 
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Sold pictures, and was skilful in the dance as 
Italians can be, though in this their glory 

Must surely yield the palm to that which France has; 
In short, he was a perfect oavaliero, 
And to his very valet seen\'d a hero. 

XXXIV. 
Then he was faithful, too, as well as amorous; 

So that no sort of female could complain, „ 
Although they're now and then a little clamorous, 

He never put the pretty souls in pain ; 
His heart was one of those which most enamour tfs. 

Wax to receive, and marble to retain. 
He was a lover of the good old school, 
Who still become more constant as they cool. 

XXXV. 

No wonder such accomplishments should turn 
A female head, however sage and steady— 

With scarce a hope that Beppo could return, 
In law he was almost as good as dead, be 

Nor sent, nor wrote, nor show'd the least concern, 
And she Had waited several years already; 

And really if a man won't let us know 

That he's alive, he's dead, or should be so. 

XXXVI. 

Besides, within the Alps, to every woman 

(Although, God knows, it is a grievous tin,) 
'Tib, I may say, permitted to have two men; 

I can't tell who first bngteht the custom in, 
But " Cavalier Serventes"are quite common. 

And no one notices, nor cares a pin; 

vol. n. — s 
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And we may call this (not to say the worst) 

A second marriage which corrupts the first t 

XXXVII. 

The word was formerly a " Cicisbeo," 

But that is now grown vulgar and indecent; 

The Spaniards call the person a " Cortejo"* 
For the same mode subsists in Spain, though recent; 

In short it reaches from the Po to Teio, 
And may perhaps at least be o'er the sea sent* 

But heaven preserve Old England from such courses! 

Or what becomes of damage and divorces? 
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However, I still think, with all due deference 

To the fair single part of the Creation, 
That married ladies should preserve the preference 

In tete-d-tSU or general conversation — 
And this I say without peculiar reference 

To England, France, or any other nation — 
Because they know the world, and are at ease. 
And being natural, naturally please. 

XXXIX. 

'Tis true your budding Miss is very charming, 

But shy and awkward at first coming out, 
So much alarm'd, that she is quite alarming, 

All Giggle, Blush; — half Pertness, and half Pout; 
And glancing fit Jttamma, for fear there's harm in 

What you, she, it, or they, may be about, 
The nursery still lisps out in all they utter- 
Besides, they always smell ofbread and butter. 

* <: Cortejo" is pronounced "CorteAo," with an aspirate, according to the 
Arabesque guttural. It mean* what there is as yet no precise name for in 
England, though the practice is as cornxwu an uvftwv ve*vtwtv\».w eoim- 
'O' whatever. 
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XL. 
But " Cavalier Servente" is the phrase 

Used in politest circles to express 
This supernumerary slave, who stays 

Close to the lady as a part of dress, 
Her word the only law which he obeys. 

He is no sinecure, as you may guess; 
Coa<3h, servants, gondola, he goes to call, 
And carries fan, and tippet, gloves, and shawl. 

XU. 
With all its sinful doings, I must say, 

That Italy's a pleasant place to me, 
Who love to see the Sun shine every day, 

And vines (not nail'd to walls) from tree to tree 
Festoon'd much like the back scene of a play, 

Ormelodrame, which people flock to see, 
When the first act is ended by a dance 
In vineyards copied from the south of France. 

XLII. 
I like on Autumn evenings to ride out, 

Without being forced to bid my groom be sure 
My cloak is round his middle strapped about, 

Because the skies are not the most secure; 
I know too that, if stopp'd upon my route, 
Where the green alleys windingly allure, 
Reeling with grape* red wagons choke the way,— 
In England 'twould be dung, dust, or a dray. 

XLIII. 
I also like to dine on becaficas, 

To see the Sun set, sure he'll rise to-morrow, 
Not through a misty morning twinkling *r«ak *& 

A drunken man's dead eye in xuwi&Xui wcww ^ 
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But with all Heaven t' himself; that da& will break as 

Beauteous as cloudless, nor be forced to borrow 
That sort of farthing candle light which glimmers 
Where reeking London's smoky caldron simmers. 

XLIV. 
I love the language, that soft bastard Latin, 

Which melts like kisses from a female mouth, * 
And sounds as if it should be writ on satin, ' 

With syllables which breathe of the sweet South, 
And gentle liquids gliding all so pat in, 

That not a single accent seems uncouth, 
Like our harsh northern whistling, grunting guttural, 
Which we're obliged to hiss, and spit, and sputter alL 

XLV. 

1 like the women too (forgive my folly,) 

From the rich peasant-cheek of ruddy bronze, 

And large black eyes that flash on you a volley 
Of rays that say a thousand things at once, 

To the high dama's brow, more melancholy, 
But clear, and with a wild and liquid glance, 

I^eart on her lips, and soul within her eyes, 

Soft as he.r clime, and sunny m her skies. 

XLVI. 

Eve of the land which still is Paradise! 

Italian beauty! didst thou not inspire 
Raphael,* who died in thy embrace, and vies 

With all we know of heaven, or can desire, 
In what he hath bequeathed us? — in what guise, 

Though flashing from the fervour of the lyre, 

* For the received account* of the cause of Rapkael'i death, tee h« 
Lives. ' 
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Would toortirdescribe tby past and present glow, 
While yet Canova can create below t* 

XLV1I. 

" England! with all thy faults I lore thee still/' 

1 said at Calais, anbVhave not forgot it; 
I like to speak and lucubrate my fill; 

I like the government (but that is not it;) 
I like the freedom of the press and quill; 

I like the Habeas Corpus (when we've got it;] 
I like a parliamentary debate, 
Particularly when 'tis not too late ; 

XLVII1. 
I like the taxes, when they're not too many; 

I like a seacoal fire, when not too dear; 
I like a beef-steak, too, as well as any ; 

Have no objection to a pot of beer; 
I like the weather, when it is not rainy, • 

That is, I like two months of every year; 
And so God save the Regent, Church, and King! 
Which means that I like all and every thing. 

XL1X. 
Our standing army, and disbanded seamen, 

Poor's rate, Reform, my own, the nation's debt, 
Our little riots just to show we are free men, 

Our trifling bankruptcies in the Gazette, 

* In talking' thus, the writer, more especially 
Of women, would be understood to say, 
He speaks as a spectator, not officially, 
And always, reader, in a modest way; 
perhaps, too, in no very great degree shall he 

Appear to nave offended in this lay, 
Since, as all know, without the sex, oar sonnets 
"Would seem unfimshM like their untrim'd bonnets. 

(Signed) PrtifttV « t**U- 

s * 
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Oar cloudy climate, and our chilly women, 
All these I can forgive, and those forget, 
And greatly venerafflfcur reccDt glories, 
And wish they were not owing to the Tories. 

L. * 

But to my tale of Laura, — for I find 
Digression is a sin, that by degrees 

Becomes exceeding tedious to my mind, 
And, therefore, may the reader too displ 

The gentle reader, who may wax unkind, 
And caring little for the author's ease, 

Insist on knowing what he means, a hard 

And hapless situation for a bard. 

LI. 

Oh that I had the art of easy writing 

What should be easy reading! could I scale 

Parnassus, where the Muses sit inditing 
Those pretty poems never known to fail, 

How quickly would I print (the world delighting) 
A Grecian, Syrian, or Assyrian tale; 

And sell you, mix'd with western sentimentalism, 

Some samples of the finest Orientalism. 

LII. 
But I am but a nameless sort of person, 

(A broken Dandy lately on my travels,) 
And take for rhyme, to hook my rambling verse on, 

The first that Walker's Lexicon unravels, 
And when I can't find that, I put a worse on, 

Not caring as I ought for critics 9 cavils; • 

I've half a mind to tumble down to prose, ' 

But verse is more in fashion — so here goes. 
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LIII. 
The Count and Laura made their new arrangement, 

Which lasted, as arrangements sometimes do, 
For half a dozen y^ars without estrangement; 

They bad their little differences, too; 
Those jealous whiffs, which never any change meant: 

In such affairs there probably are few 
Who have not had this pouting sort of squabble, 
From sinners of high station to the rabble. 

LIV. 

But on the whole, they were a happy pair, 
As happy as unlawful love could make them; 

The gentleman was fond, the lady fair, [them: 

Their chains so slight, 'twas not worth while to break 

The world beheld them with indulgent air; 
The pious only wish'd "the devil take them!" 

He took them not; he very often waits, 

And leaves old sinners to be young cftes' baits. 

LV. 
Bat they were young: Oh! what without our youth 

Would love be! What would youth be without love! 
Youth lends it joy, and sweetness, vigour, truth, 

Heart, soul, and all that seems as from above; 
But, languishing with years, it grows uncouth — 

One of few things experience don't improve, 
Which is, perhaps, the reason why old fellows 
Are always so preposterously jealous. 

LVI. # 

It was the Carnival, as I have said 

Some six and thirty stanzas back, and so 
Laura the usual preparations made, 
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Which you do when your mind's made up to go 
To-night to Mrs. Boehm's masquerade, 

Spectator, or partaker in the show; 
The only difference known between the cases 
Is — here, wc have six weeks of " varnish'd faces.* 

LVIL 

Laura, when drest, was (as I sang before) . 

A pretty woman as was ever seen, 
Fresh as the Angel o'er a new inn-door, 

Or frontispiece of a new Magazine, 
With all the fashions which the last month wore, 

Colour 'd, and silver paper leaved between . 
That and the title-page, for fear the press 
Should soil with parts of speech the parts of dress* 

LVIIL 

They went to the Ridotto; — 'tis a hall 
Where people da^pce, and sup, and dance again; 

Its proper name, perhaps, were a masqued ball, 
But that's of no importance to my strain; 

'Tis (on a smaller scale) like our Vauxhall, 
Excepting that it can't be spoilt by rain: 

The company is " mix'd" (the phrase I quote is, 

As much as saying, they're below your notice); 

LIX. 

For a " mixt company" implies that, save 
Yourself and friends, and half a hundred more, 

Whom you may bow to without looking grave, 
•The rest are but a vulgur set, the bore 

Of public places, where they basely brave 
The fashionable stare of twenty score 

Of well-bred persons, called " the World;" but I, 
Although JJkaow them } rea\\y &otf\.\uKro\rt^. 
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LX. 
This is the ctse in England; at least was 

During; the dynasty of Dandies, now 
Perchance succeeded by some other class 

Of imitated imitators :— how 
Irreparably soon decline, alas! 

The demagogues of fashion: all below 
Is frail; how easily the world is lost 
By love, or war, and now and then by frost'. 

LXI. 

. Crush'd was Napoleon by the northern Thor. 

Who knock'd his army down with icy hammer, 
Stopp'd by the elements, like a whaler, or 

A blundering novice in his new French grammar; 
Good cause had he to doubt the chance of war, 

And as for Fortune — but 1 dare not d — n her, 
Because, were 1 to ponder to infinity, 
The more I should believe in her divinity. 

LXII. 

She rules the present, past, and all to be yet, 
She gives us luck in lotteries*, love, and marriage; 

I cannot say that she's done much for me yet; 
Nor that I mean her bounties to disparage, 

We've not yet closed accounts, and we shall see yet 
How much she'll make amends for part miscarriage; 

Meantime the goddess I'll no more importune, 

Unless to thank her when sh's made my fortune* 

LXIII. 
To turn, — and to return;— the devil take it! 

This story slips for ever through my fingers, N 
Because, just as the stanza likes to make \V 
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. It needs must be — and so it rather lingers ; 
This form of verse began, I can't well break it, 

Bat mast keep time and tune like public lingers; 
Bat if I once get through my present measure, 

I'll take another when I'm next at leisure. 

« 

LX1V. 
They went to the Ridotto ('tis a place 

To which I mean to go myself to-morrow, 
Just to divert my thoughts a little space, 

Because I'm rather hippish, and may borrow 
Some spirits, guessing at what kind of face 

May lurk beneath each mask, and as my sorrow 
Slackens its pace sometimes, I'll make or find, 
Something shall leave it half an hour behind.) 

LXV. 

Now Laura moves along the joyous crowd, 
Smiles in her eyes, and simpers on her lips; 

To some she whispers, others speaks aloud; 
To some she curtsies, and to some she dips, 

Complains of warmth, and this complaint avow'd, 
Her lover brings the lemonade, she sips; 

She then surveys, condemns, but pities still 

Her dearest friends for being drest so ill. 

LXVI. 
One has false curls, another too much paint, 

A third — where did she buy that frightful turban? 
A fourth's so pale she fears she's going to faint, 

A fifth's look's vulgar, dowdyish, and suburban, 
A sixth's white silk has got a yeUow taint, 

A seventh's thin muslin surely will be her bane, 
And lol an eighth appears, — '< I'll see no more!" 
For fear, like Banquo's kings, ttay *s&Yt **&<«*> 
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LXVTI. 
Meantime, while she was thus at others gazing, 

Others were levelling their looks at her; 
She heard the men's half-whisperM mode of praising, 

And, till 'twas done, determined not to stir; 
The women only thought it quite amazing 

That at her time of life so many were 
Admirers still, — but men are so debased, 
Those brazen creatures always suit their taste. 

LXV1H. 
For my part, now, I ne'er could understand 

Why naughty women—* — but 1 won't discuss 
A thing which is a scandal to the land, 

I only don't see why it should be thus; 
And if I were but in a gown and band, 

Just to entitle me to make a fuss, 
I'd preach on, this till Wil be r force and Romilly 
Should quote in their next speeches from my homily* 



• LXIX. 

While Laura thus was seen and seeing, smiling, 
Talking, she knew not why and cared not what, 

So that her female friends, with envy broiling, 
Beheld her airs and triumph, and all that; 

And well drest males still kept before her filing, 
And pBflsing bow'd and mingled with her chat; 

More than the rest one person seem'd to stare 

With pertinacity that's rather rare. 

LXX. 

He was a Turk, the colour of mahogany; 

And Laura saw him, and at first was glad, 
Because the Turks so much admire p\k\\oi^*\ •> 
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Although their usage of their wives it sad; 
'Tis said they use no better than a dog any 

Poor woman whom they purchase like a pad : 
They hare a number, though they pe'er exhibit 'em, 
Four wives by law, and concubines " ad libitum." 

LXXI. 

They lock them up, and veil and guard them daily, 
They scarcely can behold their male relations, 

So that their moments, do not pass so gayly 
As is supposed the case with northern nations; 

Confinement, too, must make them look quite palely: 
And as the Turks abhor long conversations, 

Their days are either past in doing nothing, 

Or bathing, nursing, making love, and clothing. 

LXXII. 
They cannot read, and so don't lisp in criticism; 

Nor write, and so, they don't affect the muse: 
Were never caught in epigram or witticism; 

Have no romances, sermons, plays, reviews, — 
In harams learning soon would make a pretty schism 4 ! 

But luckily these beauties are no " blues," 
No bustling Bolherbys have they to show e'm 

That charming passage in the last new poem.** 



<c 



LXXIII. 

No solemn, antique gentleman of rhyme, 
Who having angled all his life for fame, 

And getting but a nibble at a time, 
Still fussily keeps fishing on, the same 

Small" Triton of the minnows," the sublime 
Of mediocrity, the furious tame, 

The echo's echo, usher of the school 
Of female wits, boy bards— in short, *frwA\ 
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LXXIV. 

A stalking oracle of awful phrase, 

The approving 1 " Good!" (by no means good in law) 
Humming* like flies around the newest blaze, 

The bluest of blue bottles you e'er saw, 
Teasing with blame, excruciating with praise, 

Gorging the little fame he gets all raw, 
Translating tongues he knows not even by letter, 
And sweating plays so middling, bad were better. 

LXXV. 

One hates an author, that's all author, fellows 

In foolscap uniforms turn'd up with ink, 
So every anxious, clever, fine, and jealous, 

One don't know what to say to them, or think, 
Unless to puff them with a pair of bellows; 

Of coxcombry's worst coxcombs e'en the pink 
Are preferable to these shreds of paper, 
These unquenoh'd snuffings of the midnight taper, 

LXXVI. 

Of these same we see several, and of others, 
Men of the world, who know the world like men, 

S— tt, R — s, M— re, and all the better brothers, 
Who think of something else besides the pen; 

But for the children of the " mighty mother's," 
The would-be wits and can't be gentlemen, 

I leave them to their daily " tea is ready," 

Smug coterie, and literary lady. 

LXXVfl. 
The poor dear Mussulwomen whom I mention 

Have none of these instructive pleasant people.. 
And one would seem to them a new invention, 

vH. ii.— r 
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Unknown as bells within a Turkish steeple; 
I think 'twould almost be worth while to pension 

(Though best-sown projects very often reap ill) 
A missionary author, just to preach 
Oar Christian usage of the parts of speech. 

LXXVIII. 
No chemistry for them unfolds her gasses, 

No metaphysics are let loose in lectures, 
No circulating library amasses 

Religious novels, moral tales, and strictures 
Upon the living manners, as they pass us; 

No exhibition glares with annual pictures ; 
They stare not on the stars from out their attics, 
Nor deal (thank God for that!) in mathematics. 

LXXIX. 

Why I thank God for that is no great matter, 
I have my reasons, you no doubt suppose, 

And as, perhaps they would not highly flatter, 
I'll keep them for my life (to come) in prose; 

I fear I have a little turn for satire, 

And yet methinks the older that one grows 

Inclines us more to laugh than scold, though laughter 

Leaves us so doubly serious shortly after. 

LXXX. 

Oh, Mirth and Innocence! Oh, Milk and Water! 

Te happy mixtures of more happy days! 
In these sad centuries of sin and slaughter, 

Abominable Man no more allays 
His thirst with such pure beverage. No matter, 

I love you both, and both shall have my praise . 
Ob, for old Saturn's reign of sugar-candy!— 
Meantime I drink to your TetarVuttarofc;. 
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LXXXI. 
Our Laura's Turk still kept bis eyes upon her, 

Less in the Mussulman than Christian way, 
Which seemstosay, "Madam I do you honour, 

And while I please to stare, you'll please to stay*," 
Could staring win a woman, this had won her, 

But Laura could not thus be led astray, 
She had stood fire too long and well, to boggle 
Even at this stranger's most outlandish ogle. 

LXXXII. 
The morning now was on the point of breaking, 

A turn of time at which I would advise 
Ladies who have been dancing, or partaking 

In any other kind of exercise, 
To make their preparations for forsaking 

The ball-room ere the sun begins to rise, 
Because when once the lamps and candles fail, 
His blushe8make them look a little pale. 

LXXXUI. 

iVe seen some balls and revels in my time, 
And staid them over for some silly reason, 

And then I look'd, (I hope it was no crime,) 
To see what lady best stood out the season; 

And though I've seen some thousands in their prime, 
Lovely and pleasing*, and who still may please on, 

I never saw but one, (the stars withdrawn,) 

Whose bloom could after dancing dare the dawn. 

LXXXIV. 

The name of this Aurora I'll not mention, 

Although I might, for she was nought to me 
A/Tore than that patent work of God's iweoftoci* 



1 
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A charming woman, whom we like to 

Bnt writing names would merit reprehension, 

Yet if yon like to find oat this fair the, 
At the next London or Parisian ball 
Yon still may mark her cheek, out-blooming ajl. 

LXXXV. 

Laura, who knew it wonld not do at all 
To meet the day-light after seven hoars' sitting 

Among three thousand people at a ball, 
To make her curtsy thought it right and fitting; 

The Count was at ber elbow with her shawl, 
And they the room were on the point of quitting, 

When lo! those cursed gondoliers had got 

Just in the very place where they should not. 

LXXXVI. 

In this they're like our coachmen, and the cause 
Is much the same — the crowd, and pulling, hauling, 

With blasphemies enough to break their jaws, 
They make a never intermitted bawling. 

At home, our Bow-street gemmen keep the laws, 
And here a sentry stands within your calling; 

But, for all that, there is a deal of swearing, 

And nauseous words past mentioning or bearing* 

LXXXVII. 

The Count and Laura found their boat at last, 

And homeward floated o'er the silent tide, 
Discussing all the dances gone and past; 

The dancers and their dresses, too, beside; 
Some little scandals eke: but all aghast 

(As to their palace stairs the rowers glide,) 
Sstte Laura by the side of her Adorer, 
When lo! the Mussulman, was Vtace- VtatVsu 
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LXXXVIII. 
" Sir,'* said the Count, with brow exceeding grave, 

" Tour unexpected presence here will make 
It necessary for myself to crave 

Its import 1 But perhaps 'tis a mistake; 
I hope it is so; and at once to wave 

All compliment, I hope so for your sake; 
Tou understand my meaning, or you shall." 

" Sir," (quoth the Turk) " 'tis no mistake atafl. 

LXXXIX. 

" That lady is my wjfe!" Much wonder paints 
The lady '8 changing cheek, as well it might;. 

But where an Englishwoman sometimes faints, 
Italian females don't do so outright; 

They only call a little on their saints, 

And then come to themselves, almost or quite; 

Which saves much hartshorn, salts, and sprinkling faces, 

And cutting stays, as usual in such cases. 

XC, 

She said, — what could she say t Why not a word: 

But the Count courteously invited in 
The stranger, much appeased by what he heard: 

" Such things perhaps, we'd best discuss within," 
Said he, " don't let us make ourselves absurd 

In public, by a scene, nor raise a din, 
For then the chief and only satisfaction 
Will be much quizzing on the whole transaction." 

XCI. 

They enter'd, and for coffee call'd,— it came, 
A beverage for Turks and Christians both, 
Although the way they make it mo\?% \ta* vuma» 






L Now Iiaura, much recover**!, or less loth , 

To speak, cries " Beppo! what's your pagan nane} 
Bless mer yourbeard is of amazing growth! " 
S And how came yon to keep away so long? 
P Are yon not sensibleJtwas very wrong? 
I . ■*-» 

• . ■' > r xcn. 

i;. • "And are you rao/fy, fra/y* now a Tork? 

With any other women did you wire! 
i Is't true they use their fingers for a fork? 
[.■ ,. Well, that's the prettiest sbawl— as I'm alive! 
' , * You'll give it me?They say you eat no pork. - - 
f * And how so many years did you contrive 
[ . To— bless me! did I erer? No, I never 

Saw a man grown so yellow! How *s your liver? 

xcm. 

" Beppo! that beard of yours becomes you not; 
It shall be shaved before you're a day older; 
Why do you wear itt Oh! I had forgot — 
Pray don't you think the weather here is colder* 
I How do I look? You shan't stir from this spot 
^ Id that queer dress, for fear that some beholder 
Should find you out, and make the story known. 
How short your hair is! Lord! how gray it's grown." 



i 



XCIV. 
What answer Beppo made to these demands 

Is more than 1 know. He was cast away 
About where Troy stood once, and nothing stands; 

Became a slave of course, and for his pay 
Had bread and bastinadoes, till some bands 
Of pirates landing in a neighbouring bay, 
Hejoin'd the rogues and prospered, and\Kaua% 
•A rtnegado of indifferent fame. 



*■ 
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XCV. 

But he grew rich, and with his riches grew so 

Keen the desire to see his home again, 
He thought himself in duty hound to do so, 

And not be always thieving on the main; 
Lonely he felt, at times, as Robin Crusoe, 

And so he hired a vessel come from Spain. 
Bound for Curfu ; she was a fine polacca, 
Mann'd with twelve hands, and laden with tobacco. 

XCVI. 

Himself, and much (heaven knows bow gotten) cash, 
He then embark'd, with risk of life and limb, 

And got clear off, although the attempt was rash; 
He said that Providence protected him — 

For my part, I say nothing, lest we clash 
In our opinions : — well, the ship was trim, 

Set sail, and kept her reckoning fairly on, 

Except three days of calm when off Cape Bonn. 

XCVII. 

They reach'd the island, he transferred his fading, 
And self and live-stock, to another bottom, 

And pass'd for a true Turkey-merchant, trading 
With goods of various names, bat I've forgot 'em. 

However, he got off by this evading, 
Or else the people would perhaps have shot him; 

And thus at Venice landed to reclaim 

His wife, religion, house, and Christian name. 

xcviir. 

His wife received, the patriarch rcbaptized him, 
(He made the church a present by the way;) 
He then threw off the garments which &\s^*^\ivkv., 
Aod borrowed the Count's sma\\dol\ies for * toy 
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- Hit friends the more for hit long absence prised him, 

Finding he'd wherewithal to make them gay, 
With dinner*, where he oft became the laugh of them, 
For stories,— bnt I don't believe the half of them. 

\ XCK. 
Whate'er his youth Itiad snffer'd, his old age 
./' With wealth and talking made him some amends;. 
Though Laura sometimes put him in a rage, 
Pre heard the Count and he were always frienos. 
p . My pen is at the bottom of a page, 

w hich being nuish'd, here the story ends ; 
9 tiM to be wish'd it had been sooner done, j 

But stories somehow lengthen when begun. / 

*s/ - 
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I had rather be a kitten and cry mew! 
Than one of theie same metre ballad-mongers. 

Shaksptare. 

Such shameless bards we have; and yet 'tis true 
There are as mad, abandon'd critics too. 

Pope. 
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PREFACE 



TO THE THIRD. EDITION. 

All my friends, learned and unlearned, hate urged me not to 
publish this Satire with my name. If I were to be " turned from 
the career of my humour by quibbles quick, and paper bullets of 
the brain," I should have complied with their counsel. But I 
am not to be terrified by abuse, or bullied by reviewers, with or 
without arms. I can safely say that I have attacked none per- 
sonally who did not commence on the offensive. An author's 
works are public property: he who purchases may judge, and 
publish his opinion if he pleases: and the authors 1 have endeav- 
oured to commemorate may do by me as 1 have done by them; I 
dare say they will succeed better in condemning my scribblings, 
than in mending their own. But my object is not to prove that 
I can write well, but, impossible, to make others wiite better. 

As the Poem has met with far more success than I expected, 
I have endeavoured in this edition to make some additions and 
alterations to render it more worthy of public perusal. 

In the first edition of this Satire, published anonymously, four- 
teen lines on the subject of Bowles's Pope, were written and in- 
serted at the request of an ingenious friend of mine, who has now 
in the press a volume of poetry.' In the present edition they are 
erased, and some of my own substituted in their stead; my only 
reason for this being that, which I conceive would operate with 
any other person in the same manner, a determination not to pub- 
lish with my name any production which was not entirely and 
exclusively my own composition. 

With regard to the real talents of many of the poetical persons 
whose performances are mentioned, or alluded to, in the follow- 
ing pages, it is presumed by the author that V\\«* ««&>&% V«b* 
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diffidence of opinion in the public at large; tkoagfa like other 

sectaries, each has his separate tabernacle of proselytes, by whom 
bis abilities are ovinrated, his fruits overiooked, and his metri- 
cal canons received without scrapie and without consideration. 
1 But the unquestionable possession of considerable genins by tev- 
eafl of the wri|ars here ceatnred, renders their mental prostitatisa 
more to be regretted. Imbecility may be pitied, or, at worst, leagu- 
ed at, and forgotten; prevented powers demand the most decided 
reprehension. No one can wish more than the author, that tome 
known and able writer had undertaken their ezposare; bat Mr. 
. Go-Map has derated bsmtelf to Massingbr, and in the absence 
af the regolar phytJemii, a country practitioner may, in eases af 
* absolnte necessity, be allowed to prescribe bis nostrum la prevent 
the extension of so deplorable aa epidemic, provided there It at 
quackery in his treatment of the malady. A caastie it here at 
ft red, ai4t It to Jripttved flbthing short of actaat aj m t uj em 
recover the numerous patients afflicted with the present iveraJtat 
and distressing rotes for rhyming .—As to the Edtnfarga Jtofcw- 
trs, it would, indeed, require a Hercules to crush the Hydra: bat 
if the author succeeds in merely a bruising one of the heads of 
the serpent," though iris own hand should suflerin the 
he will be amply satisfied. 
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AND 



SCOTCH REVIEWERS. 

Still must I hear! — shall hoarse* Fitzgerald bawl 
His creaking couplets in a tavern hall, 
And I not sing-, lest, haply, Scotch reviews 
Should dub me scribbler, and denonnce my Muse? 
Prepare for rhyme — I'll publish, right ot wrong: 
Fools are my theme, let Satire be my song. 

Oh! Nature's noblest gift — my gray goose quill! 
Slave of my thoughts, obedient to my will, 
Torn from thy parent bird to form a pen, 
That mighty instrument of little men! 
The pen! foredoom 'd to aid the mental throes 
Of brains that labour, big with yerse or prose. 
Though nymphs forsake, and critics may deride, 
The lover's solace, and the author's pride. 
What wits! what poets dost thou daily raise! 
How frequent is thy use, how small thy praise! 
Condemn'd at length to be forgotten quite, 
With all the pages which 'twas thine to write. 



- xnuiaiion 
" Semper ego auditor tantum? nunquamne repoiram 
Vexatus totws rauei Theseide Codrir" " " " " 



* Imitation. 
lai 
'—Juvenal, Satire 1. 



Mr. Fitzgerald, facetiously termed by Cobbetthc u Small Beer Poet,* 
inflicts his annual tribute of verses on the ** Literary Fund;" not cortex*, 
'with writings be spouts in person after the com^ara? W^Vnv\&we^%.wwM^- 
able quantity of bad port, to enable tbemto ixrtatatttao^enaaHit- 

fix. «.— V 



gig ENGLISH BARDS AND 

But thou, at least, mine own especAl pen! 
Once laid aside, but now assum'd again, 
Our task complete, like Hamet's* shall be free ; 
Though spurn'd by others, yet belov'd by me: 
Then let us soar to-day, no common theme, 
Ifo eastern vision, no distemper'd dream 
Inspires— our path, though full of thorns, is plain ; 
Smooth be the verse, and easy be the strain. 

When Vice triumphant holds her sovereign sway. 
Am) men through life her willing slaves obey; 
When Folly, frequent harbinger of crime, 
Unfolds her motley store to suit the time; 
When knaves and fools combin'd o'er all prevail, 
When justice halts, and right begins to fail, 
E'en then the boldest start from public sneers, 
Afraid of shame, unknown to other fears, 
More darkly sin, by Satire kept in awe, 
And shrink from ridicule though not from law. 

Such is the force of wit! but not belong 
To me the arrows of satiric song; 
The royal vices of our age demand 
A keener weapon, and a mightier hand. 
Still there are follies, e'en for me to chase, 
And yield at least amusement in the race- 
Laugh when 1 laugh, 1 seek no other fame, 
The cry is up, and scribblers are my game: 
Speed Pegasus! — ye strains of great and small, 
Ode! Epic! Elegy! have at you all! 
I, too, can scrawl, and once upon a time 
I pour'd alonj* the town a flood of rhyme, 
A school-boy freak, unworthy praise or blame; 
I printed — older children do the same. 

* Ckl Hornet nnimKrli promises cepme to his j»oii in the last chapter of 
Don Quixote. Oh! that our \o\um\n<m% ^cuit^ NtuuUl folio* the example 
<"' Cm Jiamet BcmnpeU. 
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'Tis pleasant, sure, to see one's name in print; 
A book's a book, although there's nothing in't. 
Not that a title's sounding charm can save 
Or scrawl or scribbler from an equal grave: 
This Lambe must own, since his patrician name 
Fail'd to preserve the spurious farce from shame.* 
No matter, George continues still to write, f 
Though now the name is veil'd from public sight. 
Mov'd by the great example, I pursue 
The self-same road, but make my own review; , 
Not seek great Jeffrey's, vet like him will be 
Self-constituted judge of Poesy. 

A man must serve his time to every trade 
Save Censure, critics all are ready made. 
Take hackney'd jokes from Miller, got by rote, 
With just enough of learning to misquote; 
A mind well skill'd to find or forge a fault, 
A turn for punning, call it Attic salt; 
' To Jeffrey go, be silent and discreet, 
His pay is just ten sterling pounds per sheet; 
Fear not to lie, 'twill seem a lucky hit, 
Shrink not from blasphemy, 'twill pass for wit; 
Care not for feeling— pass your proper jest, 
And stand a critic hated yet caress'd. 

And shall we own such judgment? no— as soon 
Seek roses in December — ice in June; 
Hope constancy in wind, or corn in chaff, 
Believe a woman, or an epitaph, 
Or any other thing that's false, before 
You trust in critics who themselves are sore; 

* This ingeniam youth it mentioned more particularly, with his produc- 
tion, in another place. 

+ In the EdinWgh Renew. 
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Or yield oae single thought to be misled 

Bj Jeffrey 9 * heart, or Lambe'a Boeotian head.* 

To these young tyrants, f by Ibematrccs mispracart, 
Combined usurpers, on the throne of Taste; 
To these when authors bend in humble awe, 
And bail their voice as truth, their word as law; 
While these are censors, 'twould be sin to spare; 
While such are critics, why should I forbear? 
Bat yet so near, all modern worthies ran, 
Tis doubtful whom to seek, or whom to shun; 
Nor know we when to spare, or where to strike, 
Our bards and censors are so much alike. 

\ Then should yon ask me, why I renture o'er 
The path, which Pope and Oifford trod before? 
If not yet sicken'd, yon can still proceed; 
Go on; my rhyme will tell yon as yon read. 

Time was, ere yet in these degenerate days 
Ignoble themes obtain'd mistaken praise. 
When Sense and Wit with Poesy allied, 
No fabled Graces flourish'd side by side, 
From the same fount their inspiration drew, 
And, rear'd by Taste, bloom'd fairer as they grew. 
Then in this happy isle, a Pope's pure strain 
Sought the rapt soul to charm, nor sought in Tain; 
A polish'd nation's praise aspir'd to claim, 
Aud rais'd the people's as the poet's fame. 
Like him great Dryden ponr'd the tide of sons;, 
In stream less smooth, indeed, yet doubly strong. 

• Metro. Jeffrey and Lambe are the Alpha and Onega, the first and** 
of the Edinburgh Review; the others are mentioned hereafter. 
t ** Stalta es Cleroentia, cam tot ubique 
— -occurnu peritune para-re charue."— Juvenal. Satire 1. 

limitation. 

N Car Uimen hoc libeat potius decurrere campo 

Per qvsm roairnus eqaot Aanincse flexit alumuus: 

Mi neat, et ntaeSdi rationem admittitw, edun,"— Juvenal, Satire 1. 
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Then Congreve's scenes could cheer, or Otway's melt ; 
For Nature then an English audience felt- 
But why these names, or greater still, retrace, 
When all to feebler bards resign their place 1 
Yet to such times our lingering looks are cast, 
When taste and reason with those times are past. 
Now look around, and turn each trifling page, . 
Survey the precious works that please the age; 
This truth at least let Satire's self allow, 
No dearth of bards can be complain'd of now: 
The loaded Press beneath her labour groans, * 
And printers' devils shake their weary bones, 
While Soulkey's Epics cram the creaking shelves, 
And Little's Lyrics shine in hot-press'd twelves. 
Thus saith the Preacher:* " nought beneath the sun 
Is new," yet still from change to change we run. 
What varied wonders tempt us as they pass! 
The Cow-pox, Tractors, Galvanism, Gas 
In turns appear to make the vulgar sta/e 
Till the swoln bubble bursts— and all is air! 
Nor less new schools of poetry arise, 
Where dull Pretenders grapple for the prize: 
O'er taste awhile these pseudo- bards prevail; 
Each country book-club bows the knee to Baal, 
And, hurling lawful genius from the throne, 
Erects a shrine and idol of iffe own; 
Some leaden calf— but whom it matters not, 
From soaring Southey down to grovelling Stott.f 
Behold! in various throngs the scribbling crew, 
For notice eager, pass in long review: 

* F.ccleiiastes, chap. 1. 

t Stott, belter known iii the Morning Post by the name of Hafiz. Tbi* 
person it at i>r«seut the inott profound esnlort.i of the Bathoa. I remem- 

V 2 
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Each spurs his jaded Pegasus apace, 
And rhyme and blaak maintain an equal race; 
Sonnets on sonnets crowd, and ode on ode; 
And Tales of Terror jostle on the road; 
Immeasurable measures move along, 
For simpering Folly lores a varied song, 
To Btrange mysterious dulness still the friend, 
Admires the strain she cannot comprehend. 
Thus Lays of Minstrels* — may they be thajast! — 
On half-sprung harps whine mournful to the blast, 
While mountain spirits prate to river sprites, 
That dames may listen to the same at nights ; 



ber when the reigning family left Portugal, a special ode of Master Stott's 
beginning thus: 

(Stott loquitor quoad Hibernia.) 
* Princely offspring of Uraganza, 
Erin greets thee with a stanza, £rc." 

Also a sonnet to rats, well worthy of the subject, and a most thundering 
ode, commencing as follows: 

** Oh! for a lay! loud as the surge 

That lashes Lapland's sounding shore." 

Lord have mercy en us! the " Lay of the Last Minstrel" was nothing to 
this. 

* See the " Lay of the' Last Minstrel," passim. Never was any plan so 
incongruous and absurd as the groundwork of this production. The en- 
trance of Thunder and Lightning prologuising to Bayes' Tragedy, un- 
fortunately takes away the merit ol originality from the dialogue between 
Messieurs the Spirits ol Flood and Fell in the first canto. 1 hen we have 
die amiable William of Deloraine, ** a stark mosstrooper," videlicet, a hap- 
py compound of poacher, sheepstealer, and highwayman. The propriety 
of lib magical lady's injunction not to read, can only be equalled by bm 
candid acknowledgment of his independence of the trammels of spelling, 
although, to use his own elegant phrase, * 'twas his neckverseat Hairibee, 
i. e. the gallows. 

The biography of Gilpin Horner, and the marvellous pedestrian page, 
who travelled twice as fast as his master's horse, without the aid of seven- 
leagued boots, are ehefcT anrvres in the improvement of taste. For inci- 
dent we have the invisible, but b> no means sparing, box on the ear be- 
stowed on the page, and the entrance of a Knight and Charger into the 
castle, under the very natural disguise of a wain of hay. Marmion, the 
hero of the latter romance, is exactly what William of Deloraine would 
have been, had he been able to read and write. 1 he poem was manufac- 
tured for Messrs. Nonstable, Murray, and Miller, worshipful booksellers, in 
consideration of the receipt of a sum of money, and truly, considering the 
inspiration, it is a very creditable production. If Mr. Scott will write for 
flirt-, let him do his best for his pavmtAier*. \>u\ rov. dwerata his genius. 
which Is uadJMibtefUygKSt,byaKptt^^ 
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And goblin brats of Gilpin Homer's brood 
Decoy young border-nobles through the wood, 
And skip at every step, Lord knows how bigh, 
And frighten foolish babes, the Lord knows why; 
While high-born ladies in their magic dell, 
Forbidding knights to read who cannot spell, 
Despatch a courier to a wizard's grave, 
And fight with honest men to shield a knave. ' 
Next view in Btate proud prancing on his roan, 
The golden-crested haughty Marraion, 
Now forging scrolls, now foremost in the fight, 
Not quite a felon, yet but half a knight, 
The gibbet or the field prepared to grace; 
A mighty mixture of the great and base. 
And tbink'st thou, Scott! by vain conceit perchance, 
On public taste to foist thy stale romance, 
Though Murray with his Miller may combine 
To yield thy muse just half-a-crown per line? 
No! when the sons of song descend to trade, 
Their bays are sear, their former laurels fade. 
Let such forego the poet's sacred name, 
Who rack their brains for lucre, not for fame; 
Low may they sink to merited contempt, 
And scorn remunerate the mean attempt! 
Such be their meed, such still the just reward 
Of prostituted Muse and hireling bard! 
For this we spurn Apollo's venal son, 
And bid a long •* Good night to Marmion."* 
These are the themes that claim our plaudits now; 
These are the bards to whom the Muse must bow: 
While Milton, Dryden, Pope, alike forgot, 
Resign their hallo w'd bays to Walter Scott. 

• " Good night to liaimkm"— the pathetic «n& tto \dto\^^vt twtaseft- 
tlon of Henry Blount, Kfqaire, on the de*th tf taueft^TOMm* 

1 
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The time has been, when yet the Mufte was young-, 

When Homer swept the lyre, and Jfaro song, 

An Epic scarce ten centuries could claim, 

While awe-struck nations hail'd the magic name: 

The work of each immortal bard appears 

The single wonder of a thousand years.* 

Empires have moulderM from the face of earth, 

TongucB have expired with those who gave them birth, 

Without the glory such a strain can give, 

As even in ruin bids the language live. 

Not so with us, though minor bards content, 

On one great work a life of labour spent; 

With eagle pinion soaring to the skies, 

Behold the ballad-monger Southey rise! ^ 

To him let Camoent, Jttilton, Thsso, yield, 

Whose annual strains, like armies, take the field! 

First in the ranks see Joan of Arc advance, 

The scourge of England, and the boast of France! 

Though burnt by wicked Bedford for a witch, 

Behold her statue placed in Glory's niche; 

Her fetters burst, and just released from prison, 

A virgin Phoenix from her ashes risen: 

Next see tremendous Thalaba come on,f 

Arabia's monstrous, wild, and wonderous son; 

Domdaniel's dread destroyer, who o'erthrew • 

More mad magicians than the world e'er knew. 

* As the Odyssey is so closely connected with the story of the Iliad, they 
may almost be classed as one grand historical poem. In alluding to Milton 
and Tasso, we consider the * Paradise Lost, n and w Giarusalemtne Libera- 
ta," as their standard efforts, since neither the ** Jerusalem Conquered" 
of the Italian, nor the " Paradise Regained" of the English bard, obtained 
a proportionate celebrity to their former poems. Query: Which of Mr. 
Southey's will survive.' 

+ Thalaba, Mr. Southey's second poem, is written in open defiance of 

precedent and poetry. Mr. S. wished to produce something novel, and 

suctegded to a miracle. Joan of Arc was marvellous enough, nut lluslafaa 

was oite of those poems which, in the words of Porson, *' will be read w&n 

Homer and Virgil are forgotten, but— not till then." 
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Immortal hero! afl tby foes o'ercome, 

For ever reign— the rival of Tom Thumb! 

Since startled metre fled before thy face, 

Well wert thou doom'd the last of all thy race! 

Well might triumphant genii bear thee hence, 

Illustrious conqueror of comrnoo sense! 

Now, last and greatest, Madoc spreads his sails, 

Cacique in Mexico, and Prince in Wales; 

Tells us strange tales, as other travellers do, 

More old than Mandeville's, and not so true. • ; ^ *&% 

Oh! Southey! Southey!* cease thy varied song.'j- ; 

A bard may chaut too often and too long: \pk 

As thou art strong in verse, in mercy spare! 

A fourth, alas! were more than we could bear} 

But if, in spite of all the world can say, 

Thou still wilt verseward plod thy weary way; 

If still in Berkley Ballads most uncivil, 

Thou wilt devote old women to the devil,f 

The babe unborn thy dread intent may rue; 

" God help thee," Southey, and thy readers too 4 

Next comes the dull disciple of tby school) 
That mild apostate from poetic rule, 
The simple Wordsworth, framer of a lay 
As soft as evening in bis favourite May, 
Who warns his friend to* shake off toil and trouble, 
And quit his books for fear of growing double:} 

• We beg Mr. Sootbey's pardon. M Madoc disdains the degraded title of 
JBpie." See his preface, why is Epic degraded? and by whom? Certainly 
the late ftomaunts of Masters Cottle, Laureat Pye, Orilvie, Moole, and gen- 
tle Mrs. Cowley, have not exalted the Epic Muse: bat as Mr. Southey's 
poem M disdains the appellation/* allow us to ask— has be substituted any 
thing better in its stead? or mast be be content to rival Sir Richard Black- 
more* in the quantity as well as quality of his Terse? 

t See the old Woman of Berkley, a Ballad by Mr. Southey, wherein an 
agefl KeBUewoman is carried away by Beelzebub on a ** nigh trotting 
horse* 

X The last fine,* God help thee," is an evident pavriarism from the, An* 
tl-Jacobin to '■ ■' r. Southey, on his Dactylic*: 

«* God help thee, sily one."-Poetry oV the Ax^axxftta* W^« 

^I,jri(^Baliiidf,jMg«4^Th«Tab^T^n^^*«®»^' 
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Who, both by precept and example, shows 
That prose is verse, and verse isltterelj prose: 
Convincing all by demonstration plain, 
Poetic souls delight in prose insane; 
And Christmas stories tortured into rhyme, 
Contain the essence of the true sublime : 
Thus when he tells the tale of Betty Foy, 
The idiot mother of " an idiot boy;" 
A moon-Btruck silly lad who lost his way, 
And, like his bard, confounded night with day.* 
So close on each pathetic part he dwells, 
And each adventure so sublimely tells, 
That all who view the " idiot in his glory," 
Conceive the bard the hero of the story. 

Shall gentle Coleridge pass unnoticed here, 
To turgid ode, and tumid stanza dear? 
Though themes of innocence amuse him best. 
Yet still Obscurity's a welcome guest, 
If Inspiration should her aid refuse, 
To him who takes a pixy for a muse,f 
Yet none in lofty numbers can surpass 
The bard who soars to eulogize an ass. 
How well the subject suits his noble mind! 

" A fellow-feeling makes us wond'rous kind." 

« 

■ 

** Up, op, my friend, and clear your looks, 

why all this toil and trouble? 
Up, up, my friend, and quit your books, 
Or surely you'll grow double." 
* Mr. W. in his Preface labours hard to prove, that prose and verse ait 
much the same, and certainly his precepts and practice are strictly con- 
formable. 

u And thus to Betty's question he 
Made answer like a traveller bold. 
The cock did crow to-whoo, to-whoo, 
And the sun did shine so cold," gcc. See. 

Lyrical BaUmdt, Mutt 129. 
t Coleridge's poems, page 11, Songs of the Pixies, i. e. Devonshire *■*• 
ries: page 42, we have "Lines to a Young Lady;" and page 52, ** Lines to 
j Young Ats." 
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Oh! wonder-working Lewis! monk, or bard, 
Who fain wouldst make Parnassus a churchyard! 
Lo! wreaths of yew, not laurel, bind thy brow, 
Thy Muse a sprite, Apollo's sexton thou! 
Whether on ancient tombs thou tak'st thy stand, 
By gibbering spectres hail'd, thy kindred band ; 
Or tracest chaste descriptions on thy page, 
To please the females of our modest age, 
All hail, M. P.!f from whose infernal brain 
Thin sheentt phantoms glide, a grisly train; 
At whose command " grim women" throng in crowds, 
And kings of fire, of water, and of clouds, 
With " small gray men," — " wild yagers," and what 

not, 
To crown with honour, thee, and Walter Scott; 
Again all hail! if tales like thine may please, 
St. Luke alone can vanquish the disease; 
Even Satan's self with thee might dread to dwell, 
And in thy skull discern a deeper hell. 

Who in soft guise, surrounded by a choir 
Of virgins melting, not to Vesta's lire, 
With sparkling eyes, and cheeks by passion flush' d, 
Strikes his wild lyre, whilst listening dames are hush'd* 
'Tis Little! young Catullus of his day, 
As sweet, but as immoral in his lay! 
Grieved to condemn, the Muse must still be just, 
Nor spare melodious advocates of lust. 
Pure is the flame which o'er her altar burns; 
From grosser incense with disgust she turns : 
Yet, kind to youth, this expiation o'er, 
She bids thee " mend thy line and sin no more." 

For thee, translator of the tinsel song, 
To whom such glittering ornaments belong, 

t For every one knows little Matt's an M. "P.*— %» * v***- v * "**' 
Lewis, in the Statesman, supposed to be writtewAvy M.t» Wks^NV* 
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Hibernian Strangford! with thine eyes of bloc,* 

And boasted locks of red or auburn hoe, 

Whose plaintive strain each love-sick miss admire*, 

And o'er harmonious fustian half expires, 

Learn, if thou canst, 10 yield thine author's sense, 

Nor vend thy sonnets on a false pretence. • 

Think'tt thou to gain thy verse a higher place 

By dressing Camoent in a suit of lace? 

Mend, Strangford! mend thy morals and thj taste; 

Be warm, but pure, be amorous, but be chafle: 

Cease to deceive; thy pilfered harp restore, 

Nor teach the Lusian bard to copy Moore. 

In many marble cover'd volumes view 
Haley i in vain attempting something new : 
Whether he spin his comedies in rhyme, 
Or scrawl, as Wood and Barclay walk, 'gainst time. 
His style in youth or age is still the same; 
For ever feeble and for ever tame. 
Triumphant first see " Temper's triumph's" shine! 
At least I'm sure they triumphed over mine. 
Of " Music's Triumphs" all who read may swear 
That luckless Music never triumphed there.f 

Moravians, rise! bestow some meet reward 
On Dull Devotion — lo! the sabbath bard, 
Sepulchral Qrahame, pours his notes sublime, 
In mangled prose, nor even aspires to rhyme, 

* The reader who may wish for an explanation of this, may refer to 
«* Strangford's Csjnoens," page 127, note to page 56, or to the last page rf 
the Edinburgh Review of Strangfoni's Camoens. 

It is alto to be remarked, that the things given to the public as I'oems of 
Camoens, arc no more to be found in the Original Portuguese, than in the 
Song of Solomon. 

t Hayley's two most notorious verse productions, ate •* Triumphs of 
Temper." and » Triumphs of Music" He has also written much comedy 




If done by taking away the final syllable of each couplet. 
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Breaks into black the Gospel of St Luke, 

And boldly pilfers* from the Pentateuch; 

And undistarb'd by conscientious qualms, 

Perverts the Prophets, and purloins the Psalms.* 

Hail Sympathy! thy soft idea brings 

A thousand visions of a thousand things, 

Aud shows, dissolved in thine own melting tears, 

The maudlin prince of mournful sonneteers. 

And art thou not their prince, harmonious Bo\oU*1 

Thou first great oracle of tender souls? 

Whether in sighing winds thou seek'st relief, 

Or consolation in a yellow leaf; 

Whether thy muse most lamentably tells 

What merry sounds proceed from Oxford bells, \ 

Or, still in bells delighting, finds a friend, 

In every chime that jingled from Ostend? 

Ah! how much juster were thy Muse's hap, 

If to thy bells thou would'st but add a cap! 

Delightful Bowles! still blessing and still blest, 

AH love thy strain, but children like it best: 

'Tis thine with gentle Little's moral song, 

To sooth the mania of the amorous throng! 

With thee our nursery damsels shed their tears. 

Ere miss, as yet, completes her infant years : 

But in her teens thy whining powers are vain; 

She quits poor Bowlet^ for Little"* purer strain. 

Now to soft themes thou scornest to confine 

The lofty numbers of a harp like thine, . 

" Awake a louder and a loftier strain,"! 

Such as none heard before, or will again; 

* Mr. Grahame ha* poured forth two rolames of cant, under the name 
of Sabbath Walks' 1 and <* Biblical Pictures." 
t See Bowles's Sonnets, etc-" Sonnet to Oxford," and * Stanzas on 



hearing; the Bells of Ostend." 
A 



% «* Awake a louder" etc etc. is the first line in Bowie's M Spirit of 
DiseoYer/;"aTery spirited and pretty dwarf «v»» Km******* «»S*» 
Hues we hare the foUowine: 
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Where all discoveries jumbled from the flood, 

Since first tbe leaky ark reposed iojffcd, - 

Bj more or lets, are sung in every book, . 

From captain -\ oah down to captain Cook. 

Nor this alone, but pausing on the road, 

The hard sighs forth a gentle episode ;f 

And gravely tells attend each beauteous miss! — 

When first Madeira trembled to a kiss. 

Bowles! jp thy memory let this precept dwell, 

Stick to thy sonnets, man! at least they sell. 

Hut if sonic new-born whim, or larger bribe 

Prompt thy crude brain, and claim thee for a scribe, 

If chance some bard, though once by dunces fear'd, 

Now, prone in dust, can only be revered; 

If Pope, whose fame and genius from the first 

Have foil'd the best of critics, needs the worst, 

Do thou essay; each fault, each failing scan ; 

TLc first of Poets was, alas! but man! 

Rake from each ancient dunghill every pearl, 

Consult lord Fanny, and confide in Curl 1. 1 

Let all the scandals of a former age 

Perch on thy pen, and flutter o'er thy page ; 

Affect a candour which thou can'st not feel. 

Clothe Envy in the garb of honest Zeal; 

Write, as if St. John's soul could still inspire, 

And do from hate, what Mallet did for hi re. f 

a A kiss 

Stole 011 the listening silence, never yet 

Here heard; they trembled even as if the power." etc. 
That is, the uoo'ls of Madeira trembled to a kiss, very much astonished, ts 
well they mi^ht be, at such a phenomenon. 

* J The episode, above alluded to, is the story of •» Robert aMachfti," and 
•• Anna d Arret," a pair of constunt lovers, who performed the kiss above 
mentioned, that startled the woods of Madeira. 

t Curl) u one of the heroes of the Dunuiad, and was a bookseller. Lord 
Fanny is the poetical name of Lord Hervy, author of "'Lines to the Imita- 
tor of Horace." 

/ Lord Bolimrbroke hired Mallet to traduce Pope, after his deeease, be- 
cnuse t/u* poet had retained some comes ttf *vi<Kk.l^ lacd Bolingbrok? 
(Thr Patriot King) which that *y\ei\AVX,\>v\\ uu&^wft^itav>sAwAaKi 
<« be destroyed. 
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Ob! hadst thou lir'd in that congenial time, 
To rave with Dennis and with Ralph to rbym* 
Throng'd with the rest around bis living head, 
Not raised thy hoof against the lion dead, 
A meet reward had crown'd thy glorious gains, 
And link'd thee to the Ounciad for tby pains, f 

Another Epic! who inflicts again 
More books of blank upon the sons of men; 
Boeotian Cottle, rich Bristowa's boast, 
Imports old stories from the Cambrian coast, 
And sends bis goods to market — all alive! 
Lines forty thousand; cantos twenty -five! 
Fresh fish from Helicon! who'll bu\? who'll buy? 
The precious bargain's cheap — in faith, not I. 
Too much in turtle Bristol's sons delight; 
Too much o'er bowls of rack prolong the night; 
If commerce fills the purse, she clogs the brain, 
And Amoi Cottle strikes the lyre in vain. 
In him an author's luckless lot behold! 
Condemn'd to make the books which once he sold. 
Ob! Amo* Cottle! — Phoebus! what a name 
To fill the speaking trump of future fame! 
Oh! Amo9 Cottle! for a moment think 
What meagre profits spring from pen and ink! 
When thus devoted to poetic dreams, 
Who will peruse thy prostituted reams? 
Oh! pen perverted! paper misapplied! 
Hadf Cottle still adorn'd the counter's side, 

•Derail, the critic, and Ralph, die rhymester. 
M Silence, ye wolves! while Ralph to Cyutbia howh, 
Making night hideous! answer hun, ye o9iW."—DuncwL 
' t S*t*Bowle?s late edition of Pope's works, for which he received three 
hnndred pounds: thus Mr. B. has experienced how much easier it is to pro- 
fit by the reputation of another, than to elevate his own. 

$Mr. Cottle, Amos, or Joseph, I don't know which, bat one or both, 
once sellers of books they did not write, but now writers of boaks that do 
not sell, have pubbshed a pah* of Epics. « Alfred" (poor MflwU*** W 
been at him too!) • Alfred 1 ' and the*¥al\ of CwoatorW* 
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Bent o'er the desk, or, bora to useful toils, 
Been taught to make the paper which he soils, 
Plough'd, delved, or plied the oar with lusty limb, 
He had not sung of Wales, nor 1 of him* 

As Sisyphus against the infernal steep ' 
Rolls the hnge rock, whose motions ne'er may sleep, 
So np thy hill, ambrosial Richmond! heaves 
Dull Maurice* all his granite weight of leaves. 
Smooth, solid monuments of mental pain! 
The petrifactions of a plodding brain, 
That ere they reach the top fall lumbering back again. 

With broken lyre and cheeks serenely pale, 
Lo! sad Alcctus wanders down the vale! 
Though fair they rose, and might have bloom'd at last, 
Hib hopes have perish'd by the northern blast; 
Nipp'd in the bnd by Caledonian gales, 
His blossoms wither as the blast prevails! 
O'er his lost works let classic Sheffield weep; 
May no rude hand disturb their early sleep! f 
Yet, say! why should the bard, at once, resign 
His claim to favour from the sacred Nine? 
For ever startled by the mingled howl 
Of northern wolves that still in darkness prowl: 
A coward brood, which mangle as they prey, 
B v hellish instinct, all that cross their way ; 
Aged or young, the living or the dead, 
No mercy find, — these harpies must be fed. 
Why do the injured unresisting yield 
The calm possession of their native field? 

•Mr. Maurice bath manufactured the component parts of a noBderots 
quarto, upon the beauties of Richmond Hill," and the Kktt-it alsatakes 
in a charm uipriew of Turnham Green, Hammeramith. Brentford, Old and 
Mew, and (he parts adjacent. ' 

w.t j°° r i£"f^*i!!rt^ ,wJ S? ^.W En ?Ksh Review, has been 

latteriy revtted by the Kdinburg. After all, the bard of Sheffield U a man 

of considerable genius: his ** Wanderer of Switzerland" is worth a thousand 

"Lyric*! JB^bos," and at leastfifty » DeccwfeA. fctf*** "«■»■ 
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Why tamely thus, before their fangs retreat, 
Nor hunt thq bloodhounds back to Arthur's seat?* 
Health to immortal Jeffrey! once, in name, 
England coa£d boast a judge almost the same; 
In soul so like, so merciful, yet just, 
Some think that Satau has resigp'd his trust, 
And given the spirit to the world again, 
To sentence letters as he sentenced men. 
With hand less mighty, but with heart as black. 
With voice as willing to decree the rack; 
Bread in the courts betimes, though all that law 
As yet hath taught him is to find a flaw. 
Since well instructed in the patriot school 
To rail at party, though a party tool, 
Who knows? if chance bis patrons should restore 
Back to the sway they forfeited before, 
His scribbling toils some recompense may meet 
And raise this Daniel to the judgment seat. 
Let Jeffrey's shade indulge the pious hope, 
And greeting thus, present him with a rope : 
" Heir to my virtues! man of equal mind! 
SkilPd to condemn as to traduce mankind, 
This cord receive! for thee reserved with care 
To wield in judgment, and at length to wear." 
Health to great Jeffrey! Heaven preserve his life, 
To flourish on the fertile shores of Fife, 
And guard it sacred in his future wars, 
Since authors sometimes seek the field of Mars! 
Can none remember that eventful day, 
That ever glorious almost fatal fray, 
When Little's leadless pistol met his eye, 
And Bow-street myrmidons stood laughing by?f 

* ArUmr's scat; the hill which orerhangi Edlnbtnfe- . . 
t In 1800, Mean. Jeffrey mad Moore met at Chalk-Farm. The duel «u 
prevented by the mteffercnee of uwraagntmTiWtJKt «MB^M*« a ^** 

x2 
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Oh! day disastrous! on her firm set rock, 

Dunedin's castle felt a secret shock; 

Dark roll'd the sympathetic waves of Forth, 

Low groan'd the startled whirlwinds of the north ; 

Tweed ruffled half his wares to form a tear, 

The other half pursued its calm career;* 

Arthur'' s steep summit nodded to its base, 

The surly Tolbooth scarcely kept her place; 

The Tolbooth felt — for marble sometimes can, 

On such occasions, feel as much as man— 

The Tolbooth felt defrauded of his charms, 

If Jeffrey died, except within her arms:f 

Nay, last not least, on that portentous mora, 

The sixteenth story where himself was born, 

His patrimonial garret fell to ground, 

And pale Edioa sudder'd at the sound: 

Strcw'd were the streets around with milkwhite reams, 

FJow'd all the Cannongate with inky streams; 

This of his candour seem'd the sable dew* 

That of his valour show'd the bloodless hue, 

And all with justice deemM the two combined 

The mingled emblems of his mighty mind. 

But Caledonia's goddess hover'd o'er 

The field, and saved him from the wrath of Moore; 

From cither pistol snatched the vengeful lead, 

And streight restored it to her favourite's head. 

balls of the pistols, like the courage of the combatants, were found to hare 
evaporated. This incident gave occasion to much waggary in the daily 
prints. 

* The Tweed here behaved with proper decorum; it would have bees 
highly reprehensible in the English half of the river to have shown the 
smallest symptom of apprehension. 

t Ilus display of sympathy on the part of the Tolbooth (die principal 
prison in Edinburgh) which truly seems to have been most affected on tab 
occasion, is much to he commended. It was to be apprehended, that the 
many unhappy criminals executed in the front, might have rendered the 
edifice more callous, bhe it said to be of the softer sex, because her deli- 
cac> of feeling on this day was truly feminine, though, like moat fenunkie 
impulses, perhaps a little seAnih. 
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That head, with greater than magnetic power, 

Caught it as Danoe caught the golden shower, 

And though the thickening dross will scarce refine, 

Augments its ore, and is itself a mine. 

" My son," she cried, " ne'er thirst for gore again, 

Resign the pistol, and resume the pen; 

O'er politics and poesy preside, 

Boast of thy country, and Britania's guide! 

For long as Albion's heedless sons submit, 

Or Scottish taste decides-oo English wit, 

So long shall last thine unmolested reign, 

Nor any dare to take thy name in vain. 

Behold a chosen bard shall aid thy plan, 

And own thee chieftain of the critic clan. 

First in the ranks illustrious shall be seen 

The travelled Thane! Athenian Aberdeen.* 

Herbert shall yield Thar** hammer,f and sometimes 

In gratitude thou 'It praise his rugged rhymes. 

Smug Sydney\ too thy bitter pajre shall seek, 

And classic Hallam^ much renown'd for Greek. 

* Hu Lordship has been roach abroad, is a member of the Athenian So- 
ciety, and reviewer of "GelPs Topograph; of Troy." 
t Mr. Herbert in a translator of Icelandic and other poetry. Cue of the 

Erracipal pieces is a * Songj on the Recovery of labor's hammer," the trans- 
ition is a pleasant chant in the vulgar tongue, and endeth thus: 
"Instead ofmoney aim rsnga, I wot, • 

The hammers braises woe her lot, 
Thus Odin's son his hammer got." 
J The Her. Sydney famith,the reputed author of Peter Ptymley's Let- 
ters, and sojJdry crioebras. 

$ Mr. Hallam reviewed Payne Knight's Taste, „>& WM exceedingly se- 
vere en some Greek verses therein; it was not discovered that the lines 
were Pindar's till the press rendered it impossible to caneel the critique, 
which still stands an everlasting monument of Hallam's ingenuity. 

The said Hallam is incensed, because he is falsely accused, seeing that he 
never dineth at Holland House. If this be true, I am sorry-oot for having 
said so, but on his account, as I understand his Lordship's feasts are prefer- 
able to his eomnositions.~If he did not review Lord Holland's performance, 
I am glad, because it must have been painful to read, and Irksome to praise 
ic IfMnHalhmwmteUnwwliodWreTiewit, the real name shall find 
a place, in the teat, provided nevertheless, the said name be of two ortho- 
dox musical syllables, and wiH come into the ?f«t\^L*«a % «iaaaisn.^-- 
stand sor want of abetter. 



236 ENGLISH BARDS AND 

Scoti may perchance his name and influence lend, 
And paltry Pillan** shall traduce his friend. 
While gay Thalia's luckless votary, Lambe,f 
As he himself was damn'd, shall try to damn. 
Known be thy name, unbounded be thy sway! 
Thy Holland's banquets shall each toil repay; 
While grateful Britain yields the praise she owes, 
To Holland's hirelings, and to Learning's foes. 
Vet mark one caution, ere thy next review 
Spread its light wings of Saffron and of Blue, 
Beware lest blundering Brougham\ destroy the sale, 
Turn beef to bannocks, cauliflowers to kail." 
Thus having said, the kilted goddess kiss'd 
Her son, and vanished in Scottish mist.} 

Illustrious Holland! hard wouldibe his lot, 
His hirelings mention'd, and himself forgot! 
Holland y with Henry Petty at his back, 
The whipper-in and huntsman of the pack. 
Blest be the banquets spread at Holland House, 
Where Scotchmen feed, and critics may carouse. 
Long, long beneath that hospitable roof, 
Shall Grub- stf eet dine, while duns are kept aloof. 

* Pilbuu it a tutor at Eton. 

t The honorable G. Lambe ret iewed "Beresford's Miseries," and ii more* 
over author of ta farce, enacted with much applause at the priory, Stan- 
more; and damned with mat expedition at the late theatre, Covent-Gar 
den. It was entitled • Whistle for it." 

X Mr. Brougham, In No. XXV, of the Edinburgh Review, throughout 
the article concerning Don Pedro de Cevallos, has displayed Store potitfcs 
than policy: many of the worthy' burgesses of Edinburgh being so incensed 
at the infamous principles it evinces, as to have withdrawn their rubscrip- 
tions. ^ 



It seems that Mr. Brougham n not a Pict, as I supposed, bat a I 
antt nis nunc u pronounced Broom from Trent to Tay.— So be h. 

* I ought to apologize to the worthydeities, for introducing anew goddess 
with short petticoats to their notice: bat, alas! what was to be done? I 
could not savj Caledonia's Genius, it being well known there is no gentw 



.r"™'/ « viiMCM iw»u«»w uuu. jy nmaess. inererore, has been, eauea 
tor the purpote, and great ought to be the grrttaifavA l&Tevwetnc A * 
*fw only communication he ever be\d«or wV\^ \a\uM, <kVBb\ w ^eobs^ 
heawnU: 
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See honest Hallam lay aside bis fork, 
Resume his pen, review his lordship's work, 
And grateful to the founder of the feast, 
declare his landlord can translate, aWeast!* 
Dunedin! view thy children with delight, 
They write for food, and feed because they write: 
And lest, when heated with the unusual grape, 
Some glowing thoughts should to the press escape, 
Aud tinge with red the female reader's cheek, 
My lady skims the cream of each critique; 
Breathes o'er the page her purity of soul, 
ReTornts each error and refines the whole.f 

Now to the drama turn— oh! motley sight! 
What precious scenes the wondering eyes invite! 
Funs and a prince within a barrel pent,]; 
And Dibdm's nonsense yield complete content, 
Though now, thank heaven! the Rosciomania's o'er, 
And full-grown actors are endured once more; 
Yet, what avails their vain attempts to please, 
While British cjitics suffer scenes like these? 
While Reynolds vents bis "dammes," "poohs," and 

" zounds,"} 
And common place, and common sense'confounds? 
While Kenny's World, just suffer'd to proceed, 
Proclaims the audience very kind indeed? 
And Beaumont's pilfer'd Caratacb affords 
A tragedy complete in all but words ?|| 

* Lord H. has translated gome specimens of Lope de Vega, inserted in 
his Life of the author: both are bepraised by hit t&unterulea guests. 

t Certain it ii,her ladyship is suspected of baring displayed her match- 
less wit .in the Edinburgh Review: however that may be, we know, from 
good authority, that the manuscripts are submitted to her perusal— nodoubt 
for correction. 

} In the mekhdrame of TekeK, that heroic prince is clapt into'a barrel 
on the stage, a new asylum for distressed heroes. 

$ All these are favourite expressions of Mr. R. and prominent in his 
comedies Jiving and defunct. , 

y Mr. T. Sheridan, the new manager of XtorvUca* tY»e»»*-» ^^^^SL 
the Tragedy of Bonduea of the DuA\orae,«na ex\v\\fc«ft.<hA ?***?£ ^^ 
jDecawJeorcatftctacus.— Was this worthy ofYm wraei ox *w6«w 
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Who but must mourn, while these axe all the rage? 
The degradation of our vaunted stage? 
Heavens! is all sense of shame, and talent gone? 
Have we no living bard of merit?— none? * 

Awake George Costaon, Cumberland awake! 
Ring the alarum bell, let Folly quake! 
Oh, Sheridan! if aught can move thy pen. 
Let Comedy resume her throne again, 
Abjure the mummery of German schools, 
Leave new Pizarros to translating fools; 
Give, as thy last memorial to the age, 
One classic drama, and reform the stage. ■-?, 

Gods! o'er those boards shall Folly rear her head 
Where Oarrick trod, and Kemble lives to tread? 
On those shall Farce display Buffoonery's mask; 
And Hook conceal his heroes in a cask? 
Shall sapient managers new scenes produce 
From Cherry^ Skeffington, and Mother Goose? 
While Shakspeare, Otway % Massinger> forgot. 
On stalls must moulder, or in closets rot? 
Lo! with what pomp the daily prints proclaim 
The rival candidates for Attic fame! 
In grim array though Leuris' spectres rise, 
Still Skeffington and Goose divide the prize. 
And sure great Skeffington must claim our praise, 
For skirtless coats, and skeletons of plays, 
Renown 'd alike; whose genius ne'er confines 
Her flight to garnish Greenwood^ gay designs;* 
Nor sleeps with " Sleeping Beauties," but anon 
In five facetious acts comes thundering on,f 
While poor John Bull, bewilder'd with the scene, 
Stares, wondering what the devil it can mean; 

* Mr. Greenwood is, we believe, scene-painter to Dnuy-Lane Theatre.- 
asaucbfMr. S. is much indebted to him. 

+ Mr. S. is the illustrious author o^TteAttewafcHeauty," and some 
comedies, particularly * Maids auA Bwawtaw? 
qwm fauro, digni. 
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But as some hands applaud, a venal few! 

Rather than sleep, why, John applauds it too. 

Such are we now, ah! wherefore should we turn 

To what our fathers were, unless to mourn? 

Degenerate Britons! are ye dead to shame, 

Or, kind to dulness, do you fear to blame? 

Well may the nobles of our present race * 

Watch each distortion of a NaldVs face ; 

Well may they smile on Italy's buffoons, 

And worship Catalans pantaloons,* 

Since their own drama yields no fairer trace 

Of wit than puns, of humour than grimace. 

Then let Amtonia y skill'd in every art 

To soften manners, but corrupt the heart, 

Pour her exotic follies o'er the town, 

To sanction Vice, and hunt Decorum down : 

Let wedded strumpets languish o'er Deshayes, 

And bless the promise which his form displays; 

While Gayion bounds before the enraptured looks 

Of hoary marquises and stripling dukes: 

Let high-born lechers eye the lively Presle 

Twirl her light limbs, that spurn the needless veil ; 

Let Angiolini bare her breast of snow, 

Wave the white arm and point the pliant toe; 

Collini trill her love-inspiring song, 

Strain her fair neck, and charm the listening throng* 

Raise not your sithe, suppressors of our vice! 

Reforming saints! too delicately nice! 

By whose decrees, our sinful souls to save, 

No Sunday tankards foam, no barbers shave; 

And beer undrawn, and beards unmown display 

Your holy reverence for the Sabbath-day. 

• NaMi and Catalan! require Utile notieer-fbr the vfaage'of the one, an.l 
the salary of the other, will enable m lonjr to re*o\Vc^tto««»tc\\v*a\^xw- 
lionds; beiidcs, we are rill black and blue ftvm tV* l^oetrc «* ***• *»*- 

nlfrhtofthc l:u!y\ appraranec in trowwn. 
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Even I— least thinking of a thoughtless throng, 
Just skill'd to know the right and choose the wrong. 
Freed at that age when Reason's shield is lost. 
To fight my coarse through Passion's countless host, 
Whom every path of pleasure's flowery way 
Has lured in turn, and all have led astray— 
E'en I must raise my voice, e'en I most feel 
Such scenes, such men destroy the public weal : 
Although some kind, censorious friend will say, 
" What art thou better, meddling fool, than they?" 
And every brother rake will smile to see * 
That miracle, a moralist in me. 
No matter — when some bard in virtue strong, 
Gifford, perchance, shall raise the chastening song, 
Then sleep my pen, for ever! and my voice 
Be only heard to hail him and rejoice; 
Rejoice, and yield my feeble praise, though I 
May feel the lash that Virtue must apply. 

As for the smaller fry, who swarm in shoals 
From silly Hafiz* up to simple Bowles; 
Why should we call them from their dark abode, 
In broad St. Giles's or in Tottenham Road? 
Or (since some men of fashion nobly dare 
To scrawl in verse) from Bond-Street or the Square? 
If things of ton their harmless lays indite, 
Most wisely doom'd to shun the public sight, 
What harm? in spite of every critic elf, 
Sir T. may read his stanzas to himself; 
Mies Andrews still his strength in couplets try, 
And live in prologues, though bis dramas die. 

* What would be the sentiments of the Persian Anacreon, Hafiz, coitf 
he rise from his splendid sepulchutv at Slieeraz, where he reposes wfthFer- 
tfousi and Sadi, the Oriental Homer and Catullus, and behold his name as- 
sumed by one Stott of Dromore, the most impudent and exaorable of titertrf 
jwachers for the daily prints? 
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Lords too are bards, such things at times befall, 

And 'tis some praise in peers to write at all. 

Yet, did or Taste or Reason sway the times. 

Ah! who wtjtyd take their titles with their rhymes? 

Roscommon! Sheffield! with your spirits fled, 

No future laurels deck a noble head; 

Mo muse will cheer, with renovating smile, 

The paralytic puling of Carlule; 

The puny Schoolboy and his early lay 

Men pardon, if hiB follies pass away; 

But who forgives the senior's ceaseless verse, 

Whose hairs grow hoary as hiB rhymes grow worse? 

What heterogeneous honours deck the peer! 

Lord, rhymester, petit-maitre, pamphleteer! 9 

So dull in youth, so drivelling in his age, 

His scenes alone have danin'd our sinking stage; 

But managers for once cried, " hold, enough!" 
Nor drugged their audience, with the tragic stuff- 
Yet at their judgment let his lordship laugh, 
And case his volumes in congenial calf; 
Yes! doff that covering where Morocco shines, 
And hang a calf-skinf on those recreant lines. 

With you, ye Umids! rich in native lead, 
Who daily scribble for your daily bread ; 
With you 1 war not ; GiffordU heavy hand 
Has crush'd, without remorse, your numerous band. 
On, " AH the Talents 1 ' vent your venal spleen, 
Want you defence, let Pity be your screen. 

* The carl of Carlule hat lately published an elghteen-penny pamphlet 
on the Mate of the Stage, and offers hit plan ior building a new theatre; 
it u to be hoped hit lordship will be permitted to bring forward any thine; 
for the Mage, except his own tragedies* 

t«Dofr that lion's hide, 
And hang a ealf-skin on those recreant limb*." 

Shahpcore't King John. 

Lord C.'s works, most respendently bound, form % coW«.w»«^ 
ment to his boosnbelTes: 

" The rest Is all btnteftXhtx «M ?to»s&** 
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Let Monodies on Fox regale your crew, 
And Melville's Mantle* prove a blanket too! 
One common Lethe waits each hapless bard, 
And peace be with yon! 'tis your best reward. 
Such damning fame as Duociads only give 
Could bid your lines beyond a morning live; 
But now at once your fleeting labours close, 
With names of greater note in blest repose. 
Far be't from- me unkindly to upbraid 
The lovely Rota's prose in masquerade, 
Whose strains, the faithful echoes of her mind, 
Leave wondering comprehension far behind. t 
Though Bell has lost his nightingales and owls, 
Matilda snivels still, and Hafiz howls, 
And Cnuca's spirit, rising from the dead, 
Revives in Laura % Quiz, and X. F. Z.J: 

When some brisk youth, the tenant of a stall, 
Employs a pen less pointed than his awl, 
Leaves his snug shop, forsakes his store of shoes, 
St. Crispin quits, and cobbles for the Muse, 
Heavens! how the vulgar stare! bow crowds applaud! 
How ladies read ! and literati laud! 
If, 'chance some wicked wag should pass his jest^ 
'Tis sheer ill-nature; don't the world know best? 
Genius must guide when wits admire the rhyme, 
And Capel Lofftf declares 'tis quite sublime. 
Hear then, ye happy sons of needless trade I 
Swains! quit the plough, resign the useless spade! 

• JfeWfflrt mantle, a parody on « Elijah's Mantle," a poem. 

t This lovely Httle Jessica, the daughter of the noted Jew K— , teem 
to be a follower of the Delia Cnuca school, and has published two volume* 
of very respectable absurdities in rhyme, as times go; besides sundry no* 
veb, in the style of the first edition of the Monk. 

% These are signatures f various worthies who figure in the poetical 
departments of the newspapers. 

f Cupel Lofi% Esq. the Maecenas of shoemakers, and pre&ce-writer- 
generuto distressed versemen; %\dnd <n* rata »s«rjaeheur to those wfc* 
*isb to be delivered of rhyme, bttldonottaio^ Ww tA\rca>*&\\.to*au 
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Lo! Burnt and Bloomfield, nay, a greater far, 
Oifford was bora beneath an adverse star, 
Forsook the labours of a servile state, 
Stemm'd the rude storm, and triumph'd over Fate; 
Then why no morel if Phosbus smiled on you, 
Bloomfield! why not on brother Nathan toot 
Him too the Mania, not the Muse, has seized; 
Not inspiration, bat a mind diseased: 
And now no boor can seek his last abode, 
No common be enclosed without an ode.* 
Oh! since increased refinement deigns to smile 
On Britain's sons, and bless our genial isle, 
Let Poesy go forth, pervade the whole, 

Alike the rustic, and mechanic soul; 

Te tuneful coblers! still your notes prolong, 

Compose at once a slipper and a song; 

So shall (he fair your handy work peruse, 

Your sonLets sure shall please— perhaps your shoes. 

May Moorlbndf weavers boast Pindaric skill, 

And tailors* lays be longer than their bill; 

While punctual beaux reward the grateful notes, 

And pay for poems — i»hen they pay for coats. 
To the famed throng n»w paid the tribute due, 

Neglected Genius! let me Urn to you. 

Come forth, Oh! Campoetf .'} giye thy talents scope; 

Who dares aspire, if thou must cease to hope? 

And thou, melodious Rogers, rise at last, 

Recall the pleasing memory of the past; 

• See Nathaniel Bloomfield'* ode, elery, or whatever lie or any one elie 
chooses to eall it, on the enclosure of " Honlngton Green." 
+ Vide K Recollection of a Weaver in the Moorlands of Staffordshire.* 
t It would be superfluous to recall to the mind of the reader the authors 
of •• The Pleasures of Memory" and M The Pleasures of Hope," the most 
beautiful didactic poems in our language, if we except Pope's Essay on 
Man: but so msmy poetasters Jiave started uo.thtA nt» ^<6a*e«\ <* 
Campbell and Rofcn are become itransje. 

12 
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Arise! let blest remembrance still inspire, 
And strike to wonted tones thy hallow'd lyre; 
Restore Apollo to his vacant throne, 
Assert thy country's honour and thine own. 
What! must deserted Poesy still weep 
Where her last hopes with pious Cowper sleep! 
Unless, perchance, from his cold bier she tarns, 
To deck the turf that wraps her minstrel, Burnt! 
No! though contempt hath mark'd the spurious brood, 
The race who rhyme from folly, or for food) 
Tet still some genuine sons 'tis hers to boast, 
Who least affecting, still effect the most; 
Feel as they write, and write but as they feel- 
Bear witness Gifford, Sotheby and Jdacneii.* 
" Why slumbers Gifford?" once was ask'd in vaintf 
Why slumbers Gifford? let us ask again. 
Are there no follies for his pen to purge? 
Are there no fools whose backs demand the scourge? 
Are there no sins for Satire's bard to greet? 
Stalks not gigantic Vice in every street? 
Shall peers or princes tread Pollution's path, 
And 'scape alike the Law's and JMtose's wrath? 
Nor blaze with guilty glare tb/ough future time, 
Eternal beacons of consummate crime? 
Arouse thee, Gifford! be toy promise claim'd, 
Make bad men better, or at least ashamed. 

Unhappy White ;\ while life was in its spring, 
And thy young Muse just waved her joyous wing, 

* Gilford, author of the Baviad and MaWiad, the first satires of the day, 
and translator of Juvenal. 

Sotheby, translator of Wieland's Oberon.and Virgil's Georgia, and au- 
thor of Saul, an epic poem. 

Macneil, whose poems are deservedly popular: patricularly " Scotland's 
Scalth, or the ways of War," of which ten thousand copies were sold in 
one month. - 

t Mr. Gifford promised publicly that the Baviad and Maeviad should not 

be hit but original works; let him remember M Mox in reluctantea Dracanes." 

/ Henry Kirke White died at C*mbriage m Ocvotaw, vwfc^fo. eonse- 

quence of too much exertion lathe purrofotf «*»&»» tta*. <v«ti&\aa« 
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The spoiler came; all, all thy promise fair 
Has sought the grave, to sleep forever there. 
Oh! what a noble heart was here undone, 
When Science' self destroy'd her favourite son! 
Yes, she too much indulged thy fond pursuit, 
She sowM the seeds, but Death has reap'd the fruit 
'Twas thine own genius gave the final blow, 
And help'd to plant the wound that laid thee low: 
So the struck eagle stretch'd upon the plain, 
No more through rolling clouds to soar again, 
View'd his own feather on the fatal dart, 
And wing'd the shaft that quiver'd in his heart; 
Keen were his pangs, but keener far to fee\ 9 
He nursed the pinion which impelled the steel. 
While the same plumage that had warm'd his nest, 
Drank the last life-drop of his bleeding breast 

There be, who say in these enlighten'd days 
That splendid lies are all the poet's praise; 
That strain'd Invention, ever on the wing, 
Alone impels the modern bard to sing; 
Tis true, that all who rhyme, nay, all who write, 
Shrink from that fatal word to genius— Trite: 
Yet Truth sometimes will lend her noblest fires, 
And decorate the verse herself inspires; 
This fact in virtue's name let Crabbe attest, 
Though Nature's sternest painter, yet the best. 

And here let SkuP and genius find a place, 
Whose pen and pencil yield an equal grace; 
To guide whose hand the sister arts combine, 
And trace the poet's or the painter's line; 

matured a rated which disease and poverty could not impair, and which 
death itself destroyed rather than subdued. His poems abound in such beau- 
ties as must imprest the reader with the liveliest regret, that so short a pe- 
riod was allotted t» talents, which would have dignified even the sacred 
functions he was destined to assume. . . „ 

• Mr. Shee, author of «* Rhyme* on Art," anA u Ytaunftft* "*» - 
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Whose magic touch can bid the canvass glow, 
Or pour the easy rhymers harmonious flow, 
While honours doubly merited attend 
The poet's rival, but the painter's friend. • 

Blest is the man! who dares approach the bower 
Where dwelt the Muses at their natal hour; 
Whose steps have press'd, whose eye has mark'd afar, 
The clime that nursed the sons of song and war, 
The scenes which Glory still must hover o'er; 
Her place of birth, her own Achaian shore: 
But doubly blest is he, whose heart expands 
With hallow'd feelings for those classic lands; 
Who rends the veil of ages long gone by, 
And views their remnants with a poet's eye! 
Wright!* 'twas thy happy lot at once to view 
Those shores of glory, and to sing them too} 
And sure no common Muse inspired thy pen 
To hail the land of gods and godlike men. 

And you, associate bards !f who snatch 'd to light 
Those gems too long withheld from modern sight: 
Whose mingling taste combined to cull the wreath 
Where Attic flowers Aonian odours breathe, 
And all their renovated fragrance flung, 
To grace the beauties of your native tongue; 
Now let those minds that nobly could transfuse 
The glorious spirit of the Grecian Muse, 
Though soft the echo, scorn a borrow'd tone; 
Resign Achaia's lyre, and strike your own. 

Let these, or such as these, with just applause, 
Restore the Muse's violated laws; 

* Mr. Wright, late eoiiniHyenernl fbr the seven islands, is author*/ • 
very beautiful poem just published: it is entitled ** Horse Ionicae^aDi" 
descriptive of the Isles and vYte ai\jama «oa«t of Greece. 

t The translators of the A.n\\uA^ \v&N£^^Y&\Xvefex&«evuct!us 
xthich evince genius thai only tviqvurc* o^otuwtvvsi \» s»sa< *- 
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But not in flimsy Darwin's pompous chime, 
That mighty master of unmeaning' rhyme; 
Whose gilded cymbals, more adorn'd than clear, 
The eye delighted, but fatigued the ear, 
la show the simple lyre could once surpass, 
But now worn down, appear in native brass; 
WJjile all his train of hovering sylphs around, 
Evaporate in siniles and sound; 
Him let them shun, with him let tinsel die: 
False glare attracks, but more offends the eye.* 
Yet let them not to vulgar Wordsworth stoop, 
The meanest object of the lowly group, 
Whose verse of all but childish prattle void, 
Seems blessed harmony to Lambe and Lloyd;\ 
Let them — but hold, my Muse, nor dare to teach 
A strain, far, far beyond thy humble reach; 
The native genius with their feeling given 
Will point the path, and peal their notes to heaven. 
And thou, too, Scott!\ resign to minstrels rude 
The wilder slogan of a border feud! 
Let others spin their meagre lines for hire; 
Enough for Genius if itself inspire! 
Let Southey sing, although his teeming Muse, 
Prolific every spring, be too profuse. 
Let simple Wordsworth chime his childish verse, 
And brother Coleridge lull the babe at nurse; 
Let spectre-mongering Lewis aim, at most, 
To rouse the galleries, or to raise a ghost; 
Let Moore be lewd; let Strangford steal from Moore, 

And swear that Camoent sang such notes of yore; 

. 

* Tkenegfeet of the " Botanic Garden," iitome proof of returning taste; 
the scenery is its sole recommendation. 

t Metm. Lambe and Lloyd, the most ignoble fbllomen of Southey and 
Co. 

£ By the by, I hope that in Mr. Scott's next poem hii hero or Heroine 
will be lets addicted to M Gramarye," and more to GiMnsal^&afla/feftfefr'l 
of the Lay, and her Bravo William of Detattae. 
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Let Haley hobble on; Montgomery rare; 

And godly Grahame chant a stupid stave; 

Let sonneteering Boxcles his strains refine, 

And whine and whimper to the fourteenth line; 

Let Stott, Carlisle,* Matilda, and the rest 

Of Grub-street, and of Grosve nor- place the best, 

Scrawl on till death release us from the strain, * 

Or Common Sense assert her rights again ; 

But thou, with powers that mock the aid of praise, 

Should'tt leare to humbler bards ignoble lays: 

Thy country's voice, the voice of all the nine 

Demand a hallow'd harp — that harp is thine* 

Say! will not Caledonia's annals yield 

The glorious record of some nobler field, 

Than the vile foray of a plundering clan 

Whose proudest deeds disgrace the name of man? 

Or M amnion's acts of darkness, fitter food 

For outlawM Sherwood's tales of Robin Hood? 

Scotland! still proudly claim thy native bard, 

And be thy praisu, his first, his best reward! 

• It may be asked why I hare censured the earl of Carlisle, my ruardiio 
and relative, to whom I dedicated a volume of puerile poems a few yean 
ago. '1 he guardianship was nominal, at leasi as far as 1 have been able to 
discover; the relationship I cannot help, and am very sorry for it; butaiak 
lordship seemed to forget it on u very essential occasion to mr, I shall not 
burthen my memory nith the recollection. I do not think that personal 
differences sanction the unjust condemnation of a brother scribbler; bat I 
vee no reason why they should act as a preventive, when the author, noble 
or ignoble, has for a series of years beguiled a *• decerning public," (as the 
advertisements Save it) with divers reams of most orthodox imperial noo* 
sense. Besides, 1 do not step asfcle to vituperate the earl; no —bis works 
«ame fairly in rt view with those of other partrician literati If, before Iettaa- 
«d from my teens, I said any thing^in favour en his lordship's passer books, it 
was in the way of dutiful dedication, and more from the advsee of other* 
than my own judgment, and 1 seize the first opportunity of pronouneb* 
my sincere recantation. I have heard that some persona conceive me I* 
be under obligations to Lord Carlisle: if so, I shall be most part icuuuly hap- 
py to learn what they are, and when conferred, that they may be duly sp- 




dainty tragedies bearing his name and mark: 

" What can ennoble knaves, or foots, or cowards.' 
Alas! not all the blood of a\\ the VVrcwttaV" 
8« says Pope. Amen! 
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Yet not with thee alone bis name should live, 

But own the vast renown a world can give; 

Be known, perchance, when Albion is no more, 

And tell the tale of what she was before; 

To future times her faded fame recall, 

And save her glory, though his country fall. 

Yet what avails the sanguine poet's hopel 

To conquer ages and with time to cope! 

New eras spread their wings, new nations rise, 

And other victors* fill the applauding skies ; 

A few brief generations fleet along, 

Whose sons forget the poet and his song: 

E'en now, what once loved minstrels scarce may claim 

The transient mention of a dubious name! 

When Fame's loud trump hath blown its noblest blast, 

Though long the sound, the echo sleeps at last, 
And glory, like the Phoeuix 'midst' her fires, 
Exhales her odours, blazes, and expires. 
Shall hoary Granta call her sable sons, 
Expert in science, more expert at puns? 
Shall these approach the muse? ah no! she flies, 
And even spurns the great Seatonian prize, 
Thongh printers condescend the press to soil 
With rhyme by Hoare, and epic blank by Hoyle; 
Not him whose page, if still upheld by whvt, 
Requires no sacred theme to bid us list.f 
Te! who in Granta's honours would surpass, - 
Must mount her Pegasus, a full-grown ass; 
A foal well worthy of her ancient dam, 
Whose Hell icon is duller than her Cam. 



** ToOere humo, victorqne vinim vol'icave per on"— Virgil. 
T Tbjt<*Game« of Hoyle," well known to the votaries of i 



whist, chess 



ccc are not to be siippvifLfl by the vagaries of hk poetical namesake, wbxfca 
Weawjittpriscd, as exjntwly stated in the adYertuemetit, all the" Pb£>«* 



•***yp 
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There Clarke, still striving piteously " to please, 1 ' 
Forgetting doggrel leads not to degrees, 
A would-be satirist, a hired buffoon, 
A monthly scribbler of some low lampoon, 
Condemn 'd to drudge, the meanest of the mean, 
And furnish falsehoods for a magazine, 
Devotes to scandal his congenial mind; 
Himself a living libel on mankind.* 

Oh dark asylum of a Vandal race.'f 
At once the boast of learning, and disgrace; 
So sunk in dulness and so lost in shame 
That Smythe and Hodgton\ scarce redeem thy fame! 
But, where fair Isis rolls her purer wave, 
The partial Muse delighted loves to lave, 
On her green banks a greener wreath is wove. 
To crown the bards that haunt her classic grove, 
Where Richards wakes a genuine poet's fires, 
And mordern Britons justly praise their sires.} 
For me, who thus unasked, have dared to tell 
My country, what her sons should know too well, 
Zeal for her honour bade me here engage 
The host of idiots that infest her age. 
No just applause her honour'd name shall lose; 
As first in freedom, dearest to the Muse. 

* This person, who has lately betrayed the most rapid symptoms of eaa- 
finned authorship, fa writer of a poem denominated the u Art of pleasinc" 
as u Incus a non fucendo,'* containing little pleasantry and len poesy. He, 
also acts as monthly stipendiary and collector of calumnies for the Salt 
rist. If this unfortunate young man would exchange the magazines for the 
mathematics, and endeavour to take a decent degree in his university, it 
might eventually prove more serviceable than his present salary. 

f*< Into Cambridgeshire the emperor Probus transported a considerable 
body of Vandals."— Gibbon's Decline and Fall, page 83, voL 2. There u 
no reason to doubt the truth of this assertion, the breed is still in high per- 
fection. 

% This gentleman's name requires no praise: the man who in translation 
displays unquestionable genius, may well be expected to excel m original 
composition, of which it is to be hoped we shall soon see a «ptendjd speei- 
metu 
$ The " Aboriginal Britons," ton exec&VsuX pwa to? "Bot&axd* 
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Ob would thy bards but emulate thy fame, 
And rise, more worthy, Albion, of thy name! 
What Athens was in science, Rome in power, 
What Tyre appeared in her meridian hour, 
'Tis thine at once, fair Albion, to hare been, 
Earth's chief dictatress, Ocean's mighty queen; 
But Rome decay'd, and Athens strew'd the plain, 
And Tyre's proud piers lie shattered in the main: 
Like these thy strength may sink, in ruin hurl'd, 
And Britain fall, the bulwark of the world. 
But let me cease, and dread Cattandra'* fate, 
With warning ever scoff'd at, till too late; 
To themes less lofty still my lay confine, 
And urge thy bards to gain a name like thine. 

Then, hapless Britain! be thy rulers blest, 
The senate*! oracles, the people's jest! 
Still bear thy motley orators dispense 
The flowers of rhetoric, though not of sense, 
While Canning's colleagues hate him for his wit, 
And old dame Portland* fills the place of PUt. 

Tet once again adieu! ere this the sail 
That wafts me hence is shivering in the gale; 
And Afric's coast and Calpe'sf advene height, 
And Stamboul'st minarets must greet my sight: 
Thence shall I stray through Beauty's} native clime, 
Where Kaff|| is clad in rocks, and crown'd with snows 

sublime. 
But should 1 back return, no letter'd rage 
Shall drag my common-place book on the stage: 

• A IHeni of mine bring aiked why bis grace of P. was likened to an otf 
woman, replied, ** ho luppoted it wai became he was part bearinr»" 
t Calpe k the a«cient name of Gibraltar. 

IStambeal b the Torkbb word for Connandooole. * 
Georgia, rrm ti Mlil e for the beauty of its inhafianttu 
Moont Caueatu*. 

vox. II.— z 
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Let vain FalenHa* rival luckless Carr, 

And equal him whose work he sought to mar; 

Let Aberdeen and Elgin stillf pursue 

The shade of Fame through regions of vertu; 

Waste useless thousands on their Phidiao freaka, 

Misshapen monuments, and maim'd antiques; 

And make their grand saloons a general mart 

For all the mutilated blocks of art* 

Of Dardao tours, let Dilettanti tell, 

I leave topography to classic Qell;\ 

And, quite content, no more shall interpose, 

To stun mankind with poesy or prose. 

Thus far lVe held my undisturb'd career, 
Prepared for rancour, steel'd 'gainst selfish fear; 
This thing of rhyme I ne'er disdain'd to own- 
Though not obtrusive, yet not quite unknown, 
My voice was heard again, though not so loud, 
My page, though nameless, never disavow'd, 
And now at once I tear the veil away ; — 
Cheer on the pack! the quarry stands at bay, 
Un scared by all the din of Melbourne bouse, 
By Lambe's resentment, or by Holland's spouse, 
By Jeffrey's harmless pistol, Hallam's rage, 
Edina's brawny sons and brimstone page. 
Our men in buckram shall have blows enough, 
And leel they too are " penetrable stuff:'' 
And though I hope not hence unscathed to go, 
Who conquers me, shall find a stubborn foe. 

* Lord Valentia (whose tremendous travels are forthcoming with due de 
coratiuns, graphical, topographical, and typographical) deposed, on Sir 
John Cerr's unluoky suit, that Dubois's satire prevented his purchase of the 
" Stranger in Ireland/' Oh. fie, my lord, has your lordship no more feel- 
ing for a fellow tourist? but L two ofa trade," they say, etc 

t Lord Elgin would fain persuade us, that all the figures, with and with- 
out noses, in his stone-shop, are the work of Phidias: M Credat Jtulseusi" 

/ Afr. GelJ's Topography of Troy and Ithaca cannot fail to ensure the 
approbation of every man possessed of classical taste, as well for the mfor- 
thH don Mr. G. conveys to the mind of the ceafax,** tot tat tica&y and re-> 
search the respective works display. 
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The time hath been, when no harsh sound would fall 
From lips that now may seem imbued frith gall, 
Nor fools nor follies tempt me to despise 
The meanest thing that crawl'd beneath my eyes; 
But now 8© callous grown, so changed since youth, 
I Ve learn'd to think, and sternly speak the truth; 
Learn'd to deride the critic's starch decree, 
And break him on the wheel he meant for me: 
To spurn the rod a scribbler bids me kiss, 
Nor care if courts and crowds applaud or hiss; 
Nay more, though all my rival rhymsters frown, 
I too can hunt a poetaster down : 
And, arm'd in proof, the gauntlet cast at once 
To Scotch marauder and to Southern dunce. 
Thus much I Ve dared to do; how far my lay 
Hath wrong'd these righteous times, let others say: 
This, let the world, which knows not how to spare, 
Tet rarely blames unjustly, now declare. 
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" There are more things in bearea and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy." * 
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MANFRED. 

ACT I.— SCENE I. 

Manfred done-Scene, « GotHc gallery— Time, Midnight. 

Jlf on. The lamp mast be replenish'd, but even than 
It will not burn so long as I must watch : 
My slumbers— -if I slumber— are not sleep, 
But a continuance of enduring thought, 
Which then! can resist not: in my heart 
There is a vigil, and these- eyes but close 
To look within; and yet I live, and bear 
The aspect and the form of breathing men. 
But grief should be the instructor of the wise; 
Sorrow is knowledge: they who know the most 
Must mourn the deepest o'er the fatal truth, 
The Tree of Knowledge is not that of Life. 
Philosophy mad science, and the springs 
Of wonder, and the wisdom of the world, 
I have essay'd, and in my mind there is 
A power to make these subject to itself— 
But they avail not: I have done men good, 
And I have met with good even among men-* 
But this avail'd not: I have had my foes, 
And none have baffled, many fallen before me— 
But this avail'd not: Good, or evil, life, 
Powers, passions, all I see in other beings, 
Have been to me as rain unto the sands* 
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Since that all-nameless hour. I have no dread, 
And feel the curse to have no natural fear, 
Nor fluttering throb, that beats with hopes or wishes, 
Or lurking lore of something on the earth. — 
Now to my task. — 

Mysterious Agency! 
Ye spirits of the unbounded Universe! 
Whom I hare sought in darkness and in light— 
Te, who do compass earth about, and dwell 
In subtler essence — ye, to whom the tops 
Of mountains inaccessible are haunts, 
And earth's and ocean's qares familiar things— 
1 call upon ye by the written charm 
Which gives me power upon j^ou— Rise! appear! 

[Jlpmm. 
They come not yet.— Now by the voice of him 
Who is the first among you— by this sign, 
Which makes you tremble— by the claims of him 
Who is undying,— Rise! appear! Appear! 

[AjHtUU. 

If it be so.— Spirits of earth and air, 
Ye shall not thus elude me: by a power, 
Deeper than all yet urged, a tyrant-spell, 
Which had its birthplace in a star condemn'd, 
The burning wreck of a demolished world, 
A wandering hell in the eternal space; 
By the strong curee which is upon my soul, 
The thought which is within me and around me, 
I do compel ye to my will.— -Appear! 

[A star is seen at the darker end of the gallery; it is 
stationary; and a voice is heard tinging.] 

First Spirit. 
Mortal! to thy bidding bow'd, 
From my mansion in the cloud, 
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Which the breath of twilight builds, 
And the summer's sun-set gilds 
With the azure and vermillion, 
Which h mix'd for my pavilion; 
Though thy quest may be forbidden, 
On a star-beam I have ridden; 
To thine adjuration bow'd, 
Mortal-— be thy wish avow'd! 

Voice of th$Sec*nd Spirit. 
Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountains, 

They crown 'd him long ago 
On a throne of rocks, in a robe of clouds, 

With a diadem of snow. 
Around his waist are forests braced, 

The avalanche in his hand; 
But ere it fall, that thundering ball 

Must pause for my command. 
The Glacier's cold and restless mass 

Moves onward day by day; 
But I am he who bids it pass, 

Or with its ice delay. 
I am the spirit of the place, 

Could make the mountain bow 
And quiver to his cavern'd base — 

And what with me wouldst ThouT 

Voice of *4 Third Spirit. 
In the blue depth of the waters, 

Where the wave hath ao strife, 
Where the wind is a stranger, 

And the sea-snake hath life, 
Where the mermaid is decking 

Her green hair with shells; 
Like the storm on the surface • 

Came the sound of thy aneWs*, 
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O'er my calm Hall of Coral 

The deep echo roll'd— 
To the spirit of Ocean 

Thy wishes unfold! 

Fourth Spirit. 
Where the slumbering earthquake 

Lies pillow'd on fire, 
And the lakes of bitumen 

Rise boilingly higher; 
Where the roots of the Andes 

Strike deep in the earth, 
As their summits to heaven 

Shoot soaringly forth; 
I have quitted my birthplace, 

Thy bidding to bide — 
Thy spell hath subdued me, 

Thy will be my guide! 

Fifth Spirit. 
I am the Rider of the wind, 

The Stirrer of the storm; 
The hurricane I left behind 

Is yet with lightning warm; 
To speed to thee, o'er shore and sea 

I swept upon the blast: 
The fleet I met sail'd well, and yet 

'Twill sink ere night be past. 

Sixth Spirit. 
My dwelling is the shadow of the night, 
Why doth thy magic torture me with light? 

Seventh Spirit. 
The star which rules thy destiny, 
Was ruled, ere earth began, by me: 
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It was a world as fresh and fair 
As e'er revolved round sun in air; 
Its course was free and regular, 
Space bosom'd not a lovelier star. 
The hour arrived — and it became 
A wandering mass of shapeless flame, 
A pathless comet, and a curse, 
The menace of the universe; 
Still rolling on with innate force, 
Without a sphere, without a course, 
A bright deformity on high, 
The monster of the upper sky! 
And thou! beneath its influence born— 
Thou worm! whom I obey and scorn- 
Forced by a power (which is not thine, 
And lent thee but to make thee mine) 
For this brief moment to descend, 
Where these weak spirits round thee bend 
And parley with a thing like thee— 
What wouldst thou, Child of Clay! with met 

Tki Seven Spirits. 
Earth, ocean, air, night, mountains, winds, thy star 

Are at thy beck and bidding, Child of Clay! 
Before thee at thy quest their spirits are — 

What wouldst thou with us, son of mortals — say t 

Man. Forgetfulness 

Firtt Spirit. Of what — of whom — and why? 

•Man. Of that which is within me; read it there — 
Ye know it, and I cannot Utter it. 

Spirit, We can but give thee that which we possess; 
Ask of us subjects, sovereignty, the power 
O'er earth, the whole, or portion, or a sign 
Which shall control the elements, whereof 
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We are the dominators, each and all, 
These shall be thine. 

Man. Oblivion, self-oblivion- 
Can ye not wring from ont the hidden realms 
Ye offer so profusely what I ask? 

Spirit. It is not in oar essence, in our skill; 
Bat — thoa may st die. 

•Man. Will death bestow it on me? 

Spirit. We are immortal, and do not forget; 
We are eternal; and to us the past 
Is, as the future, present. Art thoa ansWer'd? [here 

Man. Ye mock me— but the power which brought ye 
Hath made ) on mine. Slaves, scoff not at my will? 
The mind, the spirit, the Promethean spark, 
The lightning of my being, is as bright, 
Pervading, and far-darting as your own, 
And shall not yield to yours, though coop'd in clay! 
Answer, or I will teach ye what I am. 

Spirit. We answer as we answer'd; our reply 
Is even in thine own words. 

Man. Why say ye sot 

Spirit. If t as thou say'st, thine essence be as ours. 
We have replied in telling thee, the thing 
Mortals call death hath nought to do with us. 

Man. I then have call'd ye from your realms in vain ; 
Ye cannot, or ye will not, aid me. 

Spirit. Say; 

What we possess we offer; it is thine: 
Bethink ere thou dismiss us, ask again — 
Kingdom, and sway, and strength, and length of days- 
man. Accursed! what have I to do with days? 
They are too long" already. — Hence — begone! 

Spirit. Yet pause: beua^ tore, our will would do thee 
Bethink thee, is there then iio oftve? ^Sfc. \^ktiV^ 
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Which we can make not worthless in thine eye*? 

Man. No, none: yet stay, one moment, ere we part, 
I would behold ye face to face. I hear 
Your Toices, sweet and melancholy sounds, 
As music on the waters; and I see 
The steady aspect of a clear large star* 
But nothing more. Approach me as ye are, 
Or one, or all, in your accustom'd forms. 

Spirit. We have no forms beyond the elements 
Of which we are the mind and principle: 
Bnt choose a form — in that we will appear. 

Man, I hare no choice; there is no form on earth 
Hideous or beautiful to me. Let him, 
Who is most powerful of ye, take such aspect 
As unto him may seem most fitting.— Come! 

Seventh Spirit. (Appearing in the thape efa beautiful 
female figure.) Behold! 

Man. Oh God! if it be thus, and thou 
Art not a madness and a mockery, 
I yet might be most happy. — I will clasp thee, 

And we again will be [The figure vanishes. 

My heart is crush 'd! 

[Menfrtd falls senseless. 

(•£ twice is heard in the buwntatum wkieh follows. 
When the moon is on the wave, 

And the glow-worm in the grass, 
And the meteor on the grave, 

And the whisp on the morass; 
When the falling stars are shooting, 
And the answer'd owls are hooting, » 

And the silent leaves are still 
In the shadow of the hill, 
Shall my soul be upon thine, 
With a power and with a sign. 

VOL. TI.—A a 
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Though thy slumber may be deep, 

Tet thy spirit shall not sleep, 

There are shades which will not vanish, 

There are thoughts thou canst not banish; 

By a power to thee unknown, 

Thou canst never be alone; 

Thou art wrapt as with a shroud, 

Thou art gather'd in a cloud; 

And forever shalt thou dwell 

In the spirit of this spell. 

Though thou seest me not pass by, 
Thou shalt feel me with thine eye 
As a thing that, though unseen, 
Must be near thee, and hath been; 
And when in that secret dread 
Thou hast turn'd around thy head, 
Thou shalt marvel I am not 
As thy shadow on the spot, 
And the power which thou dost feel 
Shall be what thou must conceal. 

And a magic voice and verse 
Hath baptized thee with a curse; 
And a spirit of the air 
Hath begirt thee with a snare; 
In the wind there is a voice 
Shall forbid thee to rejoice; 
And to thee shall Night deny 
All the quiet of her sky; 
And the day shall have a sun, 
Which shall make thee wish it done. 
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From thy false tears I did distil 
Ad essence which hath strength to kill; 
From thy own heart I then <Hd wring- 
The black blood in its blackest spring; 
From thy own smile I snatch'd the snake, 
For there it coil'd as in a brake; 
From thy own lip I drew the charm 
Which gave all this their chiefest harm; 
In proving every poison known, 
I fonnd the strongest was thine own. 

By thy cold breast and serpent smile, 

By thy unfathom'd gulfs of guile, 

By that most seeming virtuous eye, 

By thy shut soul's hypocrisy ; 

By the perfection of thine art 

Which pass'd for human thine own heart; 

By thy delight in others' pain, 

And by thy brotherhood of Cain, 

I call upon thee! and compel 

Thyself to be thy proper Hell! 

And on thy head I pour the vial 

Which doth devote thee to this trial; 

Nor to slumber, nor to die. 

Shall be in thy destiny; 

Though thy death shall still seem near 

To thy wish, but as a fear; 

Lo! the spell now works around thee, 

And the clankless chain hath bound thee; 

O'er thy heart and brain together 

Hath the word been pass'd — now wither! 



i 
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SCENE II. 

The Momtnn of tin J*mgfr*u.—Timt t M$m1mt*—Mmfnd 

alone upon the Offi. 



Man. The spirits I have raised abandon 
The spells which I hare studied baffle me— 
The remedy I reck'd of tortured me; 
I lean no more on super-human aid, 
It hath no power upon the past, and for 
The future, till the past be gulPd in darkness, 
It is not of my search. — My mother Earth! 
And thou fresh breaking Day, and yon, ye Mountains, 
Why are ye beautiful 1 — I cannot love ye. 
And thou, the bright eye of the universe, 
That openest over all, and unto all 
Art a delight— thou shin'st not on my heart. 
And you, ye crags, upon whose extreme edge 
I stand, and on the torrent's brink beneath 
Behold the tall pines dwindled as to shrubs 
In dizziness of distance; when a leap, 
A stir, a motion, even a breath, would bring 
My breast upon its rocky bosom's bed 
To rest forever— wherefore do I pause t 
I feel the impulse — yet I do not plunge; 
I see the peril — yet do not recedes 
And my brain reels— and yet my foot is firm: 
There is a power upon me which withholds 
And makes it my fatality to live; 
If it be life to wear within myself 
This barrenness of spirit, and to be 
My own soul's sepulchre, for I have ceased 
To justify my deeds unto myself— 
Tbe last infirmity of evil. A3, 
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Thou winged and cloud-cleaving minister, 

[•At eagle passes. 
Whose happy flight is highest into heaven, 
Well may'st thou swoop so near me— I should be 
Thy prey, and gorge thine eaglets; thou art gone 
Where the eye cannot follow thee; but thine 
Yet pierces downward, onward, or above 
With a pervading vision. — Beautiful! 
How beautiful is all this visible world! 
How glorious in its action and itself; 
But we, who name ourselves its sovereigns, we, 
Half dust, half deity, alike unfit 
To sink or soar, with our mixM essence make 
A conflict of its elements, and breathe 
The breath of degradation and of pride, 
Contending with low wants and lofty will 
Till our mortality predominates, 
And men are — what they name not to themselves. 
And trust not to each other. Hark! the note, 

[ The Shepherd's pipe in the distance is heara\ 
The natural music of the mountain reed — 
For here the patriarchal days are not 
A pastoral fable — pipes in the liberal air, 
MixM with the sweet bells of the sauntering herd; 
My soul would drink those echoes. — Oh, that I were 
The viewless spirit of a lovely sound, 
A living voice, a breathing harmony, 
A bodiless enjoyment — born and dying 
With the blest tone which made me! 

Enter from below a Chamois Hunter. 
Chamois Hunter. Even so 

This way the chamois leapt: her nimble feet 
Have baffled me: my gains to-day will scarce 
Repay my break-neck travail. — What ia tarot 

▲ a a 
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Who seems not of my trade, and yet hath reachM 
A height which none eVen or our mountaineers, 
Save oar best hunters, may attain : his garb 
Is goodly, his mien manly, and bis air 
Proud as a free-born peasant's, at this distance.— 
I will approach him nearer. 

Man. (Not perceiving the other.) To be thus— 
Gray-hair'd with anguish, like these blasted pines, 
Wrecks of a single winter, barkless, branchless, 
A blighted trunk upon a cursed root, 
Which but supplies a feeling to decay— 
And to be thus, eternally but thus, 
Having been otherwise! Now furrowed o'er 
With wrinkles, plough'd by moments, not by yean; 
And hours — all tortured into ages-— hours 
Which I outlive!— -Ye toppling crags of ice! 
Ye avalanches, whom a breath draws down 
In mountainous overwhelming, come and crush me! 
I bear ye momently above, beneath, 
Crash with a frequent conflict; but ye pass, 
And only fall on things which still would live; 
On the young flourishing forest, or the hut 
And hamlet of the harmless villager. 

C. Hun. The mists begin to rise from up the valley; 
I'll warn him to descend, or he may chance 
To lose at once his way and life together. 

Man. The mists boil up around the glaciers; clouds 
Rise curling fast beneath roe, white and sulphury, 
Like foam from the roused ocean of deep Hell, 
Whose every wave breaks on a living shore, 
Heap'd with the damn'd like pebbles I am giddy. 

C Hun. I must approach him cautiously; if near, 
A sudden step will startle him, and he 
Seems tottering already. 
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•Mem, Mountains have faen, 

Leaving a gap in the clouds, and with ie shock 
Rocking their Alpine brethren; filling ip 
The ripe green valleys with destruction splinters; 
Damming the riven with a sudden dasl 
Which crush'd the waters into mist, an made . 
Their fountains find another channel— bus, 
Thus, in its old age, did Mount Rosenbog — 
Why stood I not beneath it? 

C. Hun. Friend, have a ere, 

Your next step may be fatal! — for the lve 
Of him who made you, stand not on tbz brink! 
Man. (Not hearing him*) Such wouo have been for 
me a fitting tomb; 
My bones had then been quiet in theii depth ; 
They had not then been strewn upon he rocks 
For the wind's pastime— as thus — thui they shall be — 
In this one plunge.— Farewell, je opening heavens! 
Look not upon me thus reproachfully— 
Ye were not meant for me — Earth! tekt these atoms! 

(jfs Manfred is in ad to amngfiom the (tiff, 
the Chamois Hunter seat and retains Mm 
with a sudden grasp.) 
C. Hun. Hold, madman! — though aweary of thy life, 
Stain not our pure vales with thy guilty Hood.— 

Away with me 1 will not quit my hold. 

Man. I am most sick at heart — nay, grasp me not— 
I am all feebleness — the mountains whirl 
Spinning around me— I grow blind— What art thoul 
C. Hun. I'll answer that anon. — Away with me— 
The cloudB grow thicker— there — now lean on me — 
Place your foot here — here, take this staff, and cling 
A moment to that shrub— now give me your hand, 
And hold fast by my girdle— softly— well— 
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The Chalet will b gain'd within an hoar — 

Come on, well qtckly find a surer footing, 

And something ke a pathway, which the torrent 

Hath wash'd sine winter. — Come, 'tis bravely done— 

You should have teen a hunter.— -Follow me. 

(4s they descend (fcrodfc* with &ffic*Uj, 
the scene closet.) \ 



ACT II— SCENE I. 

A Cotugt among the Bernese JMpt* 
Jtfon/rd and the Chamois Hunter. 

C. Hun. No, dh— yet pause, — thou must not yet go 
forth: 
Thy mind and lodp are alike unfit 
To trust each o.her, for some hours, at least; 
When thou art Jeter, I will he thy guide — * 
But whither? 

Man. It imports not : I do know 

My route full well, and need no further guidance. 

C. Hun. Tbj garb and gait bespeak thee of high lin- 
eage — 
One of the manj chiefs, whose castled crags 
Look o'er the lower valleys— which of these 
May call thee Lord? — I only kuow their portals; 
My way of lifeleids me but rarely down 
To bask by the huge hearths of those old halls, 
Carousing with the vassals; but the paths, 
Which step from out our mountains to their doors, 
I know from childhood— wYk\cta <A i\a»&v% thine? 
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•Mm. No matter. 

C Him. Well, sir, pardon me the aiestion, • 

And be of better cheer. Come, taste my win? 
'Tia of an ancient vintage; many a day 
T baa thawM my veins among our glaciers, dw 
Let it do thus for tliine— -Come, pledge me faily. 

Man. Away, away! there's blood upon theirim! 
Will it then neTer— nerer sink into the earth 
C. Htm. What dost thou mean? thy senstf wander 

from thee.. 
Man. I say, 'tis blood — my blood! the pure warn stream 
• Which ran in the veins of my fathers, and in urs 
When we were in our youth, and had one heft, 
And loved each other as we should not love. 
And this was shed: but still it rises up, 
Colouring the clouds, that shut me out fron leaven, 
Where thou art not — and I shall never be. 
C. Htm. Man of strange words, and send half-mad- 
dening sua, 
Which makes thee people vacancy, what'er 
Thy dread and sufferance be, there's conurt yet— 
The aid of holy men, and heavenly patiece— 

Man* Patience and patience! Hence— that word was 
For brutes of burthen, not for birds of prf % [made 
Preach it to mortals of a dust like thine,- 
I am not of thine order. 

C. Htm. Thanks to her en! 

I would not be of thine for the free fame 
Of William Tel); but whatsoe'er thine ill 
It must be borne, and these wild starts ai useless. 
Man. Do I not bear it? — Look on me-I live. 
C. Htm. This is convulsion, and no halthful life. 
Man. I tell thee, man! I have lived may years, 
Many long years, but they are aottnus; w 
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To those which I must number: ages— ages- 
Space ad eternity — and consciousness, 
With the fierce thirst of death — and still unslaked! 

C. /Jw. Why, on thy brow the seal of middle age 
Hath scace been set; I am thine elder far. 

Man. "hink'st thou existence doth depend on time/ 
It doth; ht actions are our epochs: mine 
Hare male my days and nights imperishable. 
Endless ind all alike, as sands on the shore, 
Innumer.ble atoms; and one desert, 
Barren ad cold, on which the wild waves break, 
But noting rests, save carcasses and wrecks, 
Rocks, ad the salt-surf weeds of bitterness. 

C. Hi*. Alas! he's mad— but yet 1 must not leave him. 

Man. Iwtuld I were — for then the things I see 
Would bebut a distemper'd dream.. 

C Htm. What is it 

That thou cos see, or think thou look'st upon? 

Man. Mysef, aud thee — a peasant of the Alps — 
Thy humble vrtues, hospitable home, 
And spirit patint, pious, proud and free; 
Thy self-respet, grafted on innocent thoughts; 
Thy days of helth, and nights of sleep; thy toils, 
By danger digified, yet guiltless; hopes 
Of cheerful oLage and a quiet grave, 
With cross antgarland over its green turf, 
Aud thy grandhildren's love for epitaph; 
This do I see— nd then I look within— 
It matters not— ny soul was scorch'd already! 

C. Hun. Aoiwotildst thou then exchange thy lot for 
mine? 

Man. No, fried ! I would not wrong thee, nor exchange 
My lot with Hvig being: I can bear— 
However wretcfedly , 'tw st\\\ loVi^vc — 
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In life what others could not brook to dream, 
But perish in their slumber. 

C. Hun. And with this — 

This cautious feeling 1 for another's pain, 
Canst thou be black with evil] — say not so. 
Can one of gentle thoughts have wreak'd revenge 
Upon his enemies? 

Man. Oh! no, no, no! 

My injuries came down on those who Wed me— 
pn those whom I best loved: I never quell'd 
An enemy, save in my just defence— 
But my embrace was fatal. 

C Hun. Heaven give thee rest! 

And penitence restore thee to thyself; 
My prayers shall be for thee. 

Man. I need them not, 

But can endure thy pity. I depart — 
'Tis time — farewell!— Here's gold, and thanks for thee — 
No words — it is thy. due. — Follow me not — 
I know my path — the mountain peril's past:— 
And once again, I charge thee, follow not! 

[Exit Manfred. 

SCENE II. 

A lower Valley in the Alps. A Cataract, 

Enter Manfred* 
It is not noon— the sunbow's rays* still arch 
The torrent with the many hues of heaven, 
And roll the sheeted silver's waving column 
O'er the crag's headlong perpendicular, 

* This irk k formed by the rays of the ran over the lower part of the 
Alpine torrents: it is exactly like a rainbow, come down to pay arisit^aai 
so dose that you may walk mto it— this effect toaft* vVDltkwiv. 
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Into tbe torrent, and to roll along 

On tbe swift whirl of the new breaking wave 

Of river-stream, or ocean, in their flow. 

In these my early strength exulted: or 

To follow through the night the moving moon, 

The stars and their development; or catch 

The dazzling lightnings till my eyes grew dim; 

Or to look, list'ning, on the scattered leaves, 

While Autumn winds were at their evening song. 

These were my pastimes, and to be alone; 

For if the beings, of whom I was one, — 

Hating to be so, — crossM me in my path, 

I felt myself degraded back to them, 

And was all clay again. And then I dived, 

In my lone wanderings, to the caves of death, 

Searching its cause in its effect; and drew 

From wither' d bones, and skulls, and heap'd up dust 

Conclusions most forbidden. Then 1 pass'd 

The nights of years in sciences untaught, 

Save in the old-time; and with time and toil, 

And terrible ordeal, and such penance 

As in itself bath power upon the air, 

And spirits that do compass air and earth, 

Space, and the peopled infinite, I made 

Mine eyes familiar with eternity, 

Such as, before me, did the Magi, and 

He who from out their fountain dwellings raised 

Eros and Anteros,* at Gadara, 

As I do thee ;— and with my knowledge grew 

The thirst of knowledge, and the power and joy 

Of this most bright intelligence, until 

Witch. Proceed. 

• The philmoplirr Iamblicus. The «tory of the raiding of Eros and 
tvroi may be fouud in his life, by 1&uu&$\\», Ui* vreU told. 
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Man. Oh! I bat thus prolonged my words, 
Boasting- these idle attributes, because 
As I approach the core of my heart's grief— 
But to my task. — I have not named to thee 
Father or mother, mistress, friend, or being, 
With whom I wore the chain of human ties; 
If I had such, they seem'd not such to me — 
Yet there was one— — 

Witch. Spare not thyself— proceed. 
Man. She was like me in lineaments— her eyes, 
Her hair, her features, all, to the very tone 
Even of her yoke, they said were like to mine; 
But soften'd all, and tempered into beauty; 
She had the same lone thoughts and wanderings, 
The quest of hidden knowledge, and a mind 
To comprehend the universe: nor these 
Alone, but with them gentler powers than mine, 
Pity, and smiles, and tears — which I had not; 
And tenderness — but that I had for her; 
Humility — and^ that 1 never, had. 
Her faults were mine — her virtues were her own— 
I loved her, and destroy 'd hen' 

Witch. With thy hand? 

Man. Not with my hand, but heart — which broke her 
It gazed on mine, and withered. I have shed [heart — 
Blood, but not hers — and yet her blood was shed— 
I saw — and could not staunch it. 

Witch. And for this— 

A being of the race thou dost despise. 
The order which thine own would rise above, 
Mingling with us and ours, thou dost forego 
The gifts of our great knowledge, and Bhrink'st back 

To recreant mortality Away! 

Man. Daughter of Air! 1 tell thee atao* ^a^Vwat: — 



i 
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But words are breath — look on me in my sleep, 

Or watch my watohings— Come and sit by me! 

My solitude is solitude no more, 

But peopled with the Furies; — I have gnash'd 

My teeth in darkness till returning* morn, 

Then cursed myself till sunset;— I have pray'd 

For madness as a blessing 1 — 'tis denied roe. 

I have affronted death — but in the war 

Of elements the waters shrunk from me, 

And fatal things pass'd harmless — tbe cold band 

Of an all-pitiless demon held me back, 

Back by a single hair, which would not break. 

In phantasy, imagination, all 

The affluence of my soul — which one day was 

A Croesus in creation — I plunged deep* 

But, like an ebbing wave, it dash'd me back 

Into the gulf of my unfathom'd thought. 

I plunged amidst mankind — Forgetfulness 

I sought in all, save where 'tis to be found, 

And that I have to learn — my sciences, . 

My long pursued and super-human art, 

Is mortal here — I dwell in my despair — 

And live — and live for ever. 

Witch. It may be 

That I can aid thee. 
Man. To do this thy power 

Must wake the dead, or lay me low with them. 

Do so— in any shape— in any hour — 

With any torture— so it be the last. 

Witch. That is not in my province; but if thou 

Wilt swear obedience to my will, and do 
My bidding, it may help thee to ttaf m%ta&. 

Man. I will not swear — Obey, axid nAvqwA ^e» *^wv\* 
Vhose presence I command, and\>e tfc» ^wi* 
f those who served me*— Nevex\ 
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Witch. Is this alii , 

Hast thou no gentler answer? — Yet bethink thee', 
And pause ere thon rejectest. 

Man. I have said it* 

Witch. Enough! — I may retire then — say! 

Man. Retire! 

[The Witch Hutppean. 

Man. (Alone.) We are the fools of time and terror: 
Days 
Steal on us and steal from us; yet we live, 
Loathing our life* and dreading still to die. 
In all the days of this detested yoke— 
This vital weight upon the straggling heart, 
Which sinks with sorrow, or beats quick with pain, 
Or joy that ends in agony or faintness — 
In all the days of past and future, for 
In life there is no present, we can number 
How few — bow less than few — wherein the soul 
Forbears to pant for death, and yet draws back 
As from a stream in winter, though the chill 
Be but a moment's. I have one resource 
Still in my science— I can call the dead, 
And ask them what it is we dread to be: 
The sternest answer can but be the Grave, 
And that is nothing — if they answer not— 
The buried Prophet answer'd to the Hag 
Of Endor, and Sparta's Monarch drew 
From the Byzantine maid's unsleeping spirit 
An answer and his destiny — be slew 
That which he loved, unknowing what he slew, 
And died unpardon'd — though he call'd in aid 
The Phyxian Jove, and in Phigalia roused 
The Arcadian Evocators to compel 
The indignant shadow to depose her *rta&, 
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Attn. 




Or fix her term -of vengeance— she replied 
In words of dubious import, 1mt ftilfilPd.* 
If I had never lived, that wbioh I love •* 

Had still been Bring; had I never loved. 
That which I love would still be teautifW— 
Happy ajidgrviiig happiness. What is she? • 
What it the now?—* suflerer for my sineVi **£ 

A thing*! dare not think npon^-or nvdnhb. 
4 Withinfew hours I shall not call in vah>**' 
Yet in this boor I dread the thin* Tda*#tei£ 
Until this hoar I never shrank to 
On spirit, good or evil— now I trend 
And feel* strange oold thaw upon my 
Bot I can act even what I most abhor, 
And champion human' fear*. — The night approaches. 

[Exit. 

9CEWE Ilf. 
The S u mm it of the Jung/run Mountain, 

Enter Flint Destiny. 
The moon is rising broad, and round, rind bright; 
And here on snows, where never human foot 
Of common mortal trod, we nightly tread, 
And leave no traces; o'er the savage sea, 
The glassy ocean of the mountain ice, *■■ 

We 'skim its ragged breakers, which pat on 
The aspect of a tumbling tempest's foam, 
Frozen in a moment— a dead whirlpool's image; 
And this most* steep fantastic pinnacle, 
The fretwork of some earthquake— where the clouds 



* The story of Fauaauias, li^ <& %pai^ V?ta 

U the bmttie of Plates* and aftetwaTAiTiwMeft ** ** *M*awg\*"» 
*cedemoniao.;and Ctea»tee,fc ^^BJ!^*?* 
» ^acoofcf of Pausariu tte •********&>&* *«a*i!*a»K* 
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Pause to repose themselves in passing by- 
Is sacred to our revels, or our vigils: ' 
Here do I wait my sisters, on our way ■ 
To the Hall of Arimanes, for to-night 
Is our great festival — 'tis strange they come not. 

A Voice toithout, singing.. 
The Captive Usurper, 

Hurl'd down from the throne, 
Lay buried in torpor, 

> Forgotten and lone; 

■ » 

I broke through his slumbers, 

I sbiver'd his chain, 
I leagued him with numbers- 
He's Tyrant again! 
With the blood of a million he'll answer my care, 
With a nation's destruction— his flight and despair. 

Second Voice without. 

* 

The ship sail'd on, the ship sail'd fast, 

But I left not a sail, and I left not a mast; 

There is not a plank of the bull or the deck, 

And there is not a wretch to lament o'er his wreck; 

Save one, whom I held, as he swam, by the hair, 

And he was a subject well worthy my care; 

A traitor on land and a pirate at sea — 

But I saved him to wreak further havoc Tor me. 

Firtt Destiny, answering. 
The city lies sleeping; 

The morn, to deplore it, 
May dawn on it weeping: 

Sullenly, slowly, 
The black plague flew o'et \\. — 
Thousands lie lowly-, 



Tens of thousands *li«U perish— 

The lirJhf shall 4j from- 
The sick they should cherish;'' 



P 



The touch that they die from. 
Sorrow rad' anguish, * 

, Audevil and*di ■ ■: 

Envelope an..: ..o — 
The blest are tl: ! 

Who Me not tile eight 

Of their own desolation. — • 
Tab work of i ni^ht— 
This wrack of a realm — this deed of my doing- 
Forages I've done*, and shall still be renewing! * 

Smm At Smmi id Ttari Zl—fnlii. 

71* Tkrti 
Oar hands contain the hearts of men, 

Our footsteps are their grave*; 
We only give to take again 
The ipirit* of our slaves! 
FirtlDti. Welcome!— Where's Noiuetia? ' 
Second Da. At some groat wo 

But what I know not, for my hands were fall. 
Third Dm. Behold she cametb. 

JEsbrJWmttu. * 

Firtt Dtt. Say, where bait thou beenT 
My sisters and thyself are slow to-night. 

JVem. I was detain'd repairing shatter'd thrones, 
Marrying Cools, restoring djnastiea, 
Avenging nun npou their enemies, 
And making them repent their own revenge; 
Goading the wise to m»tae»»-,toiaifi*,iifi 
Shaping ant oracle*, to rui» ft» waM. % 
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Afresh, for they were waxing out of date, 
And mortals dared to ponder for themselves, 
To weigh kings in the balance, and to speak 
Of freedom, the forbidden fruit. — Away! 
We have outstaid the hour— mount we our clouds! 

9 [Exeunt* 

SCENE IV. 

The Bell of Mounts— Jforinumes on his Throne, a Globe of 
Fire, surrounded by the Spirits, 

Hymn of the Spirits, 
Hail to our Matter! — Prince of Earth and Air!— 

Who walks the clouds and waters — in his hand 
The sceptre of the elements, which te&r 

Themselves to chaos at his high command! 
He breatheth— -and a tempest shakes the sea; 

He speaketh — and the clouds reply in thunder; 
He gazeth — from his glance the sunbeams flee; 

He moveth— earthquakes rend the world asunder. 
Beneath his footsteps the volcano* rise; 

His shadow is the Pestilence; his path 
The comet's herald through the crackling skies; 

And planets turn to ashes at his wrath. 
To him War offers daily sacrifice; 

To him Death pays his tribute; Life is his, 
With all its infinite of agonies — 

And his the spirit of whatever is! 

Enter the Destinies smd Nemesis* 
First Des. Glory to Arimanes! on the earth 

His power inereaseth— both my sisters did 

His biddiog, nor did I neglect my duty! 
Second Dee. Glory to Arimanes! we ^nta tare 

The oecks of men, bow down betoT*Yt\* tacoo& 
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Third Des. Glory to Arimanes!— we await 
His nod! 

Jfem. Sovereign of Sovereigns! we are thine, 
And all that liveth, more or less, is ours, 
And most things wholly so; still to increase 
Our power, increasing thine, demands oar care, 
And we are vigilant — Thy late commands 
Have been fulfill'd to the utmost 

Enter Manfred. 

A Spirit. What is here! ' : 

A mortal! — Thou most rash and fatal wrejch, 
Bow down and worship! 

Second Spirit. I do know the man— 

A Magician of great power, and fearful skill! 

Third Spirit. Bow down and worship, slave!— Whit, 
know'st thou not 
Thine and our Sovereign? — Tremble and obey! 

All the*SpiriU. Prostrate thyself, am} thy condemned 
Child of the Earth! or dread the worst. [clay, 

Man. I know it; 

And yet ye see I kneel not. 

Fourth Spirit. 'Twill be taught thee. 

Man. 'Tis taught already ; — many a night on the earth, 
On the bare ground, have I bow'd down my face, 
And strew'd my head with ashes; 1 have known 
The fullness of humiliation, for 
I sunk before my vain despair, and knelt 
To my own desolation. 

Fifth Spirit. Dost thou dare 

Refuse to Arimanes on his throne 
What the whole earth accords, beholding not 
The terror of his Glory — Cto\k&\\ wj« 
-Man. Bid him bow dowuto VW\.N?Ya&\k \% -?a*s^\sn^ 
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The overruling Infinite — the Maker 

Who made him not for worship — let him kneej, 

And we will kneel together. 

The Spirits. Crush the worm ! 

Tear him in pieces! 

First Des. Hence! Ay aunt! — he's mine. 
Prince of the Powers invisible! This man 
Is of no common order, as his port 
And presence here denote ; his sufferings 
Have been of an immortal nature, like 
Our own; his knowledge and his powers and will, 
As far as is compatible with clay, 
Which clogs the ethereal essence, hare been suchj 
As clay hath seldom borne; his aspirations 
Have been beyond ttye dwellers of the earth, 
And they have only taught him what we know- 
That knowledge is not happiness, and science 
But an exchange of ignorance for that 
Which is another kind of ignorance. 
This is not all — the passions, attributes 
Of earth and heaven, from which no power, nor being, 
Nor breath from the worm upwards is exempt, 
Have pierced his heart; and in their consequence 
Made him a thing, which 1, who pity not, 
Yet pardon those who pity. He is mine, 
And thine, it may be — be it so, or not, 
No other Spirit in this region hath 
A soul like his — or power upon his soul f 

JVem. What doth he here, then? , 

First Des. Let him answer that 

Man. Ye know what I have known; and without power 
I could not be amongst ye; butttocewfe 
Powers deeper still beyond — I cou»\fc*sjf«&k 
Of sucb, to answer unto what. \ %ecfe* 
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Jfem. What wouldst thou? 

Man. Thou canst not reply to me 

Call up the dead — my question is for them. 

Jfem. Great Arimanes, doth thy will avouch 
The wishes of this mortal? ' 

Ari Yea. 

Jfem. Whom wouldst thou 

Uncharnell 

Man. One without a tomb— call up 
Astarte. 

Jiemesis. 
Shadow! or Spirit 1 

Whatever thou art, 
Which still doth inherit 

The whole or a part 
Of the form of thy birth, 

Of the mould of thy clay, . 
Which return'd to the earth, 

Reappear to the day! 
Bear what thou borest, 

The heart and the form, 
And the aspect thou worest 

Redeem from the worm. 
Appear! — Appear! — Appear! 
Who sent thee there requires thee here! 
( The Phantom of Astarte rises and stands in the midst.) 
Man. Can this be death? there's bloom upon her cbeek: 
But now I see it is no living- hue, 
But a strange hectic — like the unnatural red 
Which Autumn plants upon the perish'd leaf. 
It is the same! Oh, God! that I should dread 
To look upon the same — Astarte! — No, 
I cannot speak to her — but bid her speak — 
Forgive me or condemn me. 
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JfemuU. 

By the power which hath broken 

The grave which enthrall'd thee, 
Speak to him who hath spoken, 
Or those who have call'd thee! 

Man. She is silent, 

And in that silence I am more than answer'd. 

Jfem. My power extends no further. Prince of air! 
It rests with thee alone— command her voice. 

Art. Spirit— obey this sceptre! 

Jfem. Silent still! 

She is not of our order, bat belongs 
To the other powers. Mortal! thy quest is vain, 
And we are baffled also. 

Man. Hear me, hear me— 

Astarte! my beloved! speak to me; 
I have so much endured — so much endure—* 
Look on me! the grave hath not changed thee more 
Than I am changed for thee. Thou lovedst me 
Too much, as I loved thee; we were not made 
To torture thus each other, though it were 
The deadliest sin to love as we have loved. 
Say that thou loath'st me not — that I do bear 
This punishment for both— that thou wilt be 
One of the blessed — and that I shall die; 
For hitherto all hateful things conspire 
To bind me in existence— in a life 
Which makes me shrink from immortal itv-r- 
A future like the past. 1 cannot rest. 
I know not what I ask, nor what I seek: 
I feel but what thou art — and what I am; . 
And I would hear yet once before I perish 
The voice which was my music — Speak to me*. 
For I have call'd on thee in tta bX\& tos^V, 

rot. ii.— 9 c 
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Startled the slumbering birds from the hush'd boughs, 
And woke the mountain wolves, and made the caves 
Acquainted with thy vainly echoed name, 
Which auswer'd me — many things answer'd me— 
Spirits and men— but thou wert silent all. 
Yet speak to me! I have outwatcb'd the start, 
And gazed o'er heaven in vain in search of thee. 
Speak to me! 1 have wanderM o'er the earth ' 
And never found thy likeness— Speak to me! 
Look on the fiends around— tbey feel for me: 
I fear them not, and feel for thee alone— 
Speak to me!— though it be in wrath;— but amy— 
1 reck not what — but let me hear thee once— 
This once— once more! 

Phantom of Attarte. Manfred! 

JUan. Say on, say on — 

I live but in the sound — it is thy voice! 

Phan. Manfred! To-morrow ends thine earthly ills. 
Farewell! 

Jdan. Yet one word more — am I forgiven? 

Phan. Farewell! 

Jtian. Say, shall we meet again? 

Phan. Farewell! 

Man. One word for mercy! Say, thou lovest me. 

Phan. Manfred. 

[The Spirit ofAttmrU timppun 

JVem. She's gone, and will not be recall'd 

Her words will be fulfilPd. Return to the earth. 

A Spirit, He is convulsed — This is to be a mortal 
And seek the things beyond mortality. 

Another Spirit. Yet, see, he mastereth himself ant 
His torture tributary to his will. [make 

Had he been one of us, he would have made 
An awful spirit. 
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JV«w». Hast thou farther question 

Of our great sovereign, or bis worshippers? 
Man. None. 

Jfem. Then for a time farewell. 

Man. We meet then! Where 1 On the earth? — 
Even at thou wilt: and for the grace accorded 
I now depart a debtor. Fare ye well! 

[Exit Manfred. 
(Scene closes.) 



ACT III.— SCENE I. 

Ji HaU in tk$ CattU of Manftti. 
Monfnd ssmI J3snsjssf« 

Man. What is the hour! 

Her. It wants bat one till sunset, 
And promises a lovely twilight. 

Man, Say, 

Are all things so disposed of in the tower 
As I directed? 

Her. All, my lord, are ready; 

Here is the key and casket 

Man. It is well: 

Thou mayst retire. [Exit Herman. 

Man. {Alone.) There is a calm upon me- 
Inexplicable stillness! which till now 
Did not belong to what I knew of life. 
If that I did not know philosophy 
To be of all our vanities the motliest, 
The merest word that ever fool'd the ear • 
From out the schoolman's jargon, I should deem 
The golden secret, the sought " KatanV fanA.* 
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And seated in my ■oul. It will not last, 
But it is well to have known it, though but once: 
It hath enlarged my thoughts with a new sense, 
And 1 within my tablets would note down 
That there m such a feeling. Who is there? 

Rt-*nttr Hermm. •*. 

My lord, the Abbot of St. Maurice crayes ■ 

To greet your presence. V/\ 

EnUrtkeMotofSt.MmHrict. 

Abbot, Peace be with Count Manfred! . 

Man. Thanks, holy father! Welcome to these walk; 
Thy presence honours them, and blesseth those 
Who dwell within them. 

Abbot. Would it were to, Count!— 

But I would fain confer with thee alone. 

Man. Herman, retire. What would my reverend guest? 

Abbot* Thus, without prelude:— Age and zeal, my 
And good intent, must plead my privilege; [oflce, 

Our near, though not acquainted neighbourhood, 
May also be my herald. Rumours strange, 
And of unholy nature, are abroad, 
And busy with thy name; a noble name 
For centuries ; may he who bears it now 
Transmit it unimpaired! 

Man. " Proceed, — I listen. 

Abbot. 'Tis said thou holdest converse with the things 
Which are forbidden to the search of man; 
That with the dwellers of the dark abodes, 
The many evil and unheavenly spirits 
Which walk the valley of the shade of death, 
Thou communest. I know that with' mankind. 
Thy fellows id creation, thou dost rarely 
Exchange thy thoughts, and that thy solitude 
Is as ao anchorite's, were lfYxuWMftj. 
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Man. And what are they who do avouch Iheie things? 
Abbot. My pious brethren— the sacred peasantry- 
Even fhy own vassals — who do look on thee 
With most unquiet eyes. Thy life's in peril. 
Man. Take it. 

Abbot. I come to save, and not destroy— 
I would not pry into thy secret soul; 
Btft if these things be sooth, there still is time 
For penitence and pity: reconcile tbee 
With the true church, and through the church to heaven. 

Man. I hear thee. This is my reply; whate'er 
I may have been, or am, doth rest between 
Heaven and myself. — I shall not choose a mortal 
To be my mediator. Have I siim'd 
Against your ordinances? prove and punish! 

Abbot. My son! I did not speak of punishment, 
But penitence and pardon;— with thyself 
The choice of such remains — and for the last, 
Our institutions and our strong belief 
Have given me power to smooth the path from till 
To higher hope and better thoughts; the first 
I leave to heaven — " Vengeance is mine alone!" 
So saith the Lord, and with all humbleness 
His servant echoes back the awful word. 

Man, Old man! there is no power in holy men, 
Nor charm in prayer—nor purifying form 
Of penitence — nor outward look— nor fast-*- 
Nor agony— nor, greater than all these, 
The innate tortures of that deep despair, 
Which is remorse without the fear of hell, 
But all in all sufficient to itself 
Would make a hell of heaven— can exorcise 
From out the unbounded spirit, the quick sense 
Of its own sins, wrongs, sufferance, and revenge 

c c % 
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Upon itself: there is do future pans; 

Can deal that justice on the self-condemn'd 

He deals on his own soul. 

Abbot. AH this is well; 

For this will pass away, and be succeeded 
By an auspicious hope, which shall look up 
With calm assurance to that blessed place, 
Which all who seek may win, whatever be 
Their earthly errors, so they be atoned: 
And the commencement of atonement n 
The sense of its necessity. — Say on— 
And all oar church can teach thee, shall be taught; 
And all we cap absolve thee, shall be pardonM. 

Man* When Rome's sixth Emperor was near his last, 
The victim of a self-inflicted wound, 
To shun the torments of a public death. 
From senates, once his slaves, a certain soldier, 
With show of loyal pity, would have staunch'd 
The gushing" throat with his officious robe; 
The dying Roman thrust him back and said — 
Some empire still in his expiring glance, 
" It is too late— is this fidelity 1" 
Abbot. And what of this? 

Man* I answer with the Roman-** 

" It is too late!" 

Abbot. It never can be so, 

To reconcile thyself with thy own soul, 
And thy own soul with heaven. Hast thou no hope! 
Tis strange — even those who do despair above, 
Yet shape themselves some phantasy on earth, 
To which frail twig they cling, like drowning 1 men. 
Man. Ay, father! I have had those earthly vision* 
And noble aspirations in my youth, 
To make my own the mind of other men. 



Setne I. MANFRED. 395 

The enlightener of nations; and to rise 
I knew not whither— it might be to fall; 
Bat fall, even as the mountain-cataract, 
Which having leapt from its more dazzling height, 
Even in the foaming strength of its abyss, 
(Which casts up misty columns that become 
Clouds raining from the reascended skies,) 
Lies low but mighty still. — But this is past, 
My thoughts mistook themselves. 

Abbot. And wherefore so? 

Man. I could not tame my nature down; for he 
Must serve who fain would sway — and sooth— and sue — 
And watch all time— and pry into all place— 
And be a living lie— who would become 
A mighty thing amongst the mean, and such 
The mass are; I disdain'd to mingle with 
A herd, though to be a leader— and of wolves. 
The lion is alone, and so am I. 

Abbot. And why not live and act with other men? 

Man. Because my nature was averse from life; 
And yet not cruel; for I would not make, 
But find a desolation : — like the wind, 
The red-hot breath of the most lone Simoom, 
Which dwells but in the desert, and sweeps o'er 
The barren sands which bear no shrubs to blast, 
And revels o'er their wild and arid waves, 
And seeketh not, so that it is not sought, 
But being met is deadly; such hath been 
The course of my existence; but there came 
Things in my path which are.no more. 

Abbot. Alas! 

I 'gin to fear that thou art past all aid 
From me and from my calling; yet so young, 
I still would—— 
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Man. Look on me! there is an prder 

Of mortals on the earth, who tfo become 
Old in their, youth, and die ere middle age, 
Without the violence of warlike death; 
Some perishing of pleasure— some of study — 
gome worn with toil— some of mere weariness — 
Some of disease— and some insanity — 
And some of withered, or of broken hearts; y 

For this last is a malady which slays 
More than are oumber'd in the lists of Fate, 
Taking all shapes, and bearing many names. 
Look upon me! for eren of all these things 
Hare I partaken; and of all these things, 
One were enough; then wonder not that I 
Am what 1 am, but that I ever was, 
Or having been, that I am still on earth. 

Abbot. Tet hear me still 

Man* Old man! I do respect 

Thine order, and revere thy years^ I deem 
Thy purpose pious, but it is in rain: 
Think me not churlish; I would spare thyself, 
Far more than me, in shunning at this time 
All further colloquy — and so— farewelL 

[Exit Mmxfni. 

Abbot. This should have been a noble creature: he 
Hath all the energy which would have made 
A goodly frame of glorious elements, 
Had they been wisely mingled; as it is, 
It is an awful chaos — light and darkness— 
And mind and dust — and passions and pure thoughts, 
Mix'd, and contending without end or order, 
AH dormant or destructive: he will perish, 
And yet he must not; I will try once more, 
For such are worth redemption; and my duty 
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It to dare all things for a righteous end, 

I'll follow him— bat cautiously, though surely. 

Abbot. 



SCENE II. 

Another Chamber. 
jj-r Manfred and Herman, 

Her. My Lord, you bade me wait on you at sunset: 
He sinks behind the mountain. 

Man. Doth he sol 

I will look on him. 

[Marred advances to the Window of the Hall. 
Glorious Orb! the idol 
Of early nature, and the vigorous race 
Of undiseased mankind, the giant sons* 
Of the embrace of angels, with a sex 
More beautiful than they, which did draw down 
The erring spirits who can ne'er return.— 
Most glorious orb! that wert a worship, ere 
The mystery of thy making was reveal'd! 
Thou earliest minister of the Almighty, 
"Which gladden'd, on their mountain tops, the hearts 
Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they pour'd 
Themselves in orisons! thou material God! 
And representative of the Unknown— 
Who chose thee for his shadow! The chief star! 
Centre of many stars! which mak'st our earth 
Endurable, and temperest the hues 
And hearts of all who walk within thy rays! 

• «• That the Shu •/ Cod taw the daughters of men, that they wereftir," 



*^*ere were giants in the earth In those days; and also after that, when 

the Sons of God came hi onto the daughters of men, and they bare children 

to them, the tame became niffaty men whieh w*re of old, men of renown.'' 1 

Generis,**!. Vu^w**l , wsk^v 
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Sire of the season*! Monarch of the climes, 

And those who dwell in them! for near or far, 

Our inborn spirits have a tint of thee, 

Even as our outward aspects;— thou dost rise, 

And shine, and set in glory. Fare thee well! 

I ne'er shall see thee more. As my first glance 

Of love and wonder was for thee, then take 

My latest look: thou wilt not beam on one ■■** ^jj 

To whom the gifts of life and warmth hare been 

Of a more fatal nature. He is gone: 

I follow. 

[ExitMamfi 

SCENE III. 

Tie Mo untain s The Castle of Manfrtd at some dittanu- 
Terrace befort a Tower— Tkne, Twilight. 

Herman, Manuel, and other Dependant! of Manfred. 

Her. 'Tis strange enough; night after night, for yea 
He hath pursued long vigils in this tower, 
Without a witness. I have been within it,— 
So have we all been oft-times; but from it, 
Or its contents, it were impossible 
To draw conclusions absolute, of aught 
His studies tend to. To be sure, there is 
One chamber where none, enter; I would give 
The fee of what I have to come these three years, 
To pore upon its mysteries. 

Manuel. 'Twere dangerous; 

Content thyself with what thou knowest already. 

Her. Ah! Manuel! thou art elderly and wise, 
And couldst say much; thou hastdwelt within the castli 
How many years is't? 

Manuel* Ere Count Manfred'* birth, 
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I served his father, whom he nought resembles. 

Her. There be more sons in like predicament. 
But wherein do they differ? 

Manuel. T speak not 

Of features or of form, but mind and habits: 
Count Sigismund was proud,— but gay and free, — 
A warrior and a reveller; he dwelt not 
WfS> books and solitude, nor made the night 
£ A gloomy vigil, bujL a festal time, 

Merrier than day; he did not walk the rocks 
And forests like a wolf, nor turn aside 
From men and their delights. 

Her. Beshrew the hour, 
But those were jocund times! i would that such 
Would visit the old walls again; they look 
As if they had forgotten them. 

Manuel. These walls 

Must change their chieftain first. Oh! I have seen 
Some strange tilings in them, Herman. 

Her. Come, be friendly; 
! Relate me some to while away our watch: 
&. I've heard thee darkly speak of an event 

Which happen'd hereabouts, by this same tower. 

Manuel. That was a night indeed; I do remember 
'Twas twilight, as it may be now, and such 
Another evening; — yon red cloud, which rests 
On Eigher's pinnacle,-eo rested then,— 
So like that it might be the same; the wind 
Was faint and gusty, and the mountain snows 
Began to glitter with the climbing moon; 
Count Manfred was, as now, within his tower, — 
How occupied, we knew not, but with him 
The sole companion of his wanderings 
And watchings— her, whom of aW eatf&ft? ^\t^ 



300 MANFRED. J 

That tired, die only thing he seem'd to love,— 
As he. indeed, by blood was bound to do, 
The lady Astarte, his— 

Hash! who comes here 

Enter ft* Mat. 

Abbot. Where is your master? 

Her. Yonder in the tower. ^ 

Abbot, 1 most speak with him. 

Manuel Tia impossible; 

He is most private, and must not be thus 
Intruded on. 

Abbot. Upon myself I take 
The forfeit of my fault, if fault there be— 
But I must see him. 

Her. Thou hast seen him once 

This eye already. 

Abbot. Herman! I command thee, 

Knock, and apprise the Count of my approach. 

Her. We dare nol. 

Abbot. Then it seems I must be herald 
Of my own purpose. 

Manuel. Reverend father, stop — 

I pray you pause. 

Abbot. Why so? 

Manuel. But step this way, 

And I will tell you further. 

V 

SCENE IV. 

Interior of the Tower. 
Manfred alone. 

Man. The stars are forth, the moon above the 
Of the snow-shining raouu\.wu%.— ^roa&fuU 
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I linger yet with Nature, for the night 
Hath been to me a more familiar face 
Than that of man ; and in her starry shade 
Of dim and solitary loveliness, 
I learn'd the language of another world. 
I do remember me, that in my youth, 
When I was wandering,— upon such a night 
I stood within the Coliseum's wall, 
Midst the chief relics of almighty Rome; 
The trees which grew along the broken arches 
Waved dark in the blue midnight, and the stars 
Shone through the rents of ruin; from afar 
The watchdog bay'd beyond the Tiber, and 
More near from out the Caesars' palace came 
The owl's long cry, and, interruptedly, 
Of distant sentinels the fitful song 
Begun and died upon the gentle wind. 
Some cypresses beyond the time-worn breach 
Appeared to skirt the horizon, yet they stood 
Within a bowshot — where the Caesars dwelt, 
And dwell the tuneless birds of night, amidst 

, A grove which springs through levell'd battlements, 
And twines its roots with the imperial hearths, 
ivy usurps the laurel's place of growth ; — 
But the gladiators' bloody Circus stands, 
A noble wreck in' ruinous perfection! 
While Caesar's chambers, and the Augustan halls, 
Grovel on earth in indistinct decay.— 
And thou didst shine, thou rolling moon, upon 

- All this, and cast a wide and tender light, 
Which soften'd down the hoar austerity 
Of rugged desolation, and fill'd up, 
As 'twere, anew, the gaps of centuries; 
Leaving that beautiful which still waa v>-> 
yol* ii.— d d 
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And making that which was not, till the place 
Became religion, and the heart ran o'er 
With silent woi-ship of the great of old!-— 
The dead, but sceptred sovereigns, who still rule 
Oar spirits from their urns.— 

'Twas such a night! 
Tis strange that I recall it at this time; 
Bat I have found oar thoughts take wildest flight 
Even at the moment when they should array 
Themselves in pensive order. 

Enter the Abkct. 

Abbot. My good lord! 

1 crave a second grace for this approach; 
But yet let n6t my humble zeal offend 
By its abruptness — all it hath of ill 
Recoils on me; its good in the effect 
May light upon your head — could I say heart— 
Could I touch that, with words or prayers, I should 
Recall a noble spirit which hath wander'd; 
But is not yet all lost. 

Man. Thou know'st me not; 

My days are number'd, and my deeds recorded: 
Retire, or 'twill be dangerous — Away! 

Abbot. Thou dost not mean to menace me? 

Man. Not I; 

I simply tell thee peril is at hand, 
And would preserve thee. 

Abbot. What dost mean? 

Man. Look there: 

What dost thou see? 

Abbot Nothing. 

Man. Look there, I say, 

And steadfastly; —now te\\me^\^ta»v%fe«ati 
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Abbot. That which should shake me,— bat I fear it not — 
I see a dusk and awful figure rise 
Like an infernal god from out the earth; 
His nice wrapt in a mantle, and his form 
Robed as with angry clouds; he stands between 
Thyself and me— but I do fear him not. 

•Alan. Thou hast no cause — he shall not barm thee— 
His sight may shock thine old limbs ioto palsy. [but 
1 say to thee— Retire! 

Abbot. And I reply — 

Never— till I have battled with this fiend — 
What doth he here? 

Man. Why — ay — what doth he here? — 

I did not send for him, — he is unbidden. 

Abbot Alas! lost mortal! what with guests like these 
Hast thou to do? — I tremble for thy sake; 
Why doth he gaze on thee, and thou on him; 
Ah! he unveils his aspect; on his brow 
The thunder-scars are graven; from his eye 
Glares forth the Immortality of hell — 
Avaunt! — 

Man. Pronounce — what is thy mission? 

Spirit* Come! 

Abbot. What art thou, unknown being? answer!— 
speak! 

Spirit. The genius of this mortal. — Come! 'tis time. 

Man. I am prepared for all things, but deny 
The power which su/nmons me. Who sent thee here? 

Spirit* Thou'lgknow anon — Come! come! 

Man. I have commanded 

ThingB of an essence greater far than thine, 
And striven with thv masters. Oet thee hence! 

Spirit. Mortal! thine hour is come — Away! I say^ 

Man. I knew, and know my hour \a <*K&fc,VroX.\*fc. 
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To render op my soul to such as thee: 
Away! I'll die as I have lived— alone. 

Spirit. Then I must summon up my brethren.— Rite! 

[Other Spirits rise at. 

Abbot. Araunt! ye evil ones!— Avaunt! I say, — 
Ye have no power where piety hath power, 
And I do charge ye in the nam e 

Spirit. Old man! 

We know ourselves, our mission; and thine order. 
Waste not thy holy words on idle uses, 
It were in vain; this man is forfeited. 
Once more I summon him— Away! away! 

Man. I do defy ye; — though I feel my soul 
Is ebbing from me, yet I do defy ye; 
Nor will I hence, while 1 have earthly breath 
To breathe my scorn upon ye — earthly strength 
To wrestle, though with spirits* what ye take 
Shall be ta'en limb by limb. 

Spirit Reluctant mortal! 

Is this the Magian who would so pervade 
The world invisible, and make himself 
Almost our equal? — Can it be that thou 
Art thus in love with life? the very life 
Which made thee wretched! 

Man. Thou false fiend thou liestl 

My life is in its last hour, — that I know, 
Nor would redeem a moment of that hour; 
I do not combat against death, but tjiee 
And thy surrounding angels; my pastgower 
Was purchased by no compact with thy crew, 
But by superior science — penance — daring — 
And length of watching— strength of mind— and skill 
In knowledge of our fathers — when the earth 
Saw men and spirits walking side by side, 
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And gave ye no supremacy: I stand 
Upon my strength— I do defy — deny— 
Spurn back, and scorn ye! — 

Spirit But tby many crimes 

Have made thee— — 

^ Jtfitm. What are they to such as theet 

Mnst crimes be punished but by other crimes, 
And greater criminals 1 — Back to thy hell! 
Tho^ hast no power upon me, that I feel; 
Thou never shalt possess me, that I know : 
What I have done is done; I bear within 
A torjture which could nothing gain from thine : 
The mind which is immortal makes itself 
Requital for its good or evil thoughts — 
Is its own origin of ill and end — 
And its own place and time — its innate sense, 
When stript of this mortality, derives 
No colour from the fleeting things without; 
But is absorbed in sufferance or in joy, 
Born from the knowledge of its own desert;. 
Thou didst not tempt me, and thou couldst not tempt me; 
I nave not been tby dupe, nor am thy prey — 
But was my own destroyer, and will be 
My own hereafter. — Back, ye baffled fiends! 
The hand of death is on me — but not yours! 

[The Demons disappear. 

Abbot Alas! how pale thou art — thy lips are white — 
And thy breast heaves — and in thy gasping throat 
The accents rattle — Give thy prayers to heaven- 
Pray — albeit but in thought, — but die not thus. 

jfan. 'Tis over — my dull eyes can fix thee not; 
But all things swim around me, and the earth 
Heaves as it were beneath me. Fare thee well — 
Give me thy hand. 
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Abbot ColdV-cold— even to the heart- 

But yet one prayer— alas! bow fares it with thee?— 
Man. Old man! 'tis not bo difficult to die. 

[Manfred exphra. 
Abbot. He's gone— his soul has ta'en its earthiest 
flight— 
Whither? I dread to think— hat he n gone. 




END OF VOLUME SECOND. 
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